








FREE Suit for You! 


Take Only 5 Orders for Quality Made-to-Measure Tailoring! 
Do It in 30 Days or Less, Collect and Keep 


BIG ADVANCE CASH COMMISSION 


When Suits Are Delivered, We'll Send YOU This 
Fine Made-to-Measure Suit ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Nothing to Buy! You Invest NO CASH— ever! 


Why pay money for a suit when you can get one FREE in this easy way! Sim. 
ply show your friends, neighbors, fellow-workers our great line of made. 
to-measure suits and topcoats and take their orders. Most men prefer t 
wear made-to-measure clothing and when they see the more-than-100 high 
quality fabrics and the full-color illustrations of all the up-to-the-minute 
and when they learn the low prices for made-to-measure fit and qual- 
ity—you’ll take orders right and left. At the time you take orders you collec 
and KEEP A BIG, GENEROUS CASH COMMISSION. And by taking onlyi 

orders in 30 days or less, you not only pocket the big commissions, but 


e Sample case and over 100 actual 
fabric samples 
e Big beautiful full-color display of 
all styles 
e Easy measuring instructions and 
equipment 
© Money-making plans and FREE 
SUIT as extra reward 
handsome professional-looking 
ample Case contains everything you 
ed to start earning good money right 
he bat. You can start out in spare 
ime hours—during lunchtime, on week- 
ds, and after work—and you can earn 
to $30.00 in a day. All over America 
n are adding money to their regular 


styles 


we will send you a suit for yourself of your own choice and made to 


your pe rsonal measure 


—when the suits are delivered to your customers! Here’s more good 
..- YOU DON’T NEED ANY MONEY to get started right 
away. We send you everything you need to start earning good money 
and it’s all yours FREE! SEND NO MONEY, now 
or ever, to get the valuable Tailoring Outfit described below. Just 
MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


Make up to $30.00 in a Day with this Valuable 
Money-Making SAMPLE CASE 
WHICH IS YOURS ABSOLUTELY 


Here’s What You Get FREE! 


news, too 


and FREE SUITS 


wages in this very pleasant way. You 
don’t need any previous experience or 
any tailoring knowledge. Our fool-proof 
system of taking measures is easy to 
follow. You'll find all measuring equip- 
ment and simple instructions right in 
the Sample Case. 

The Case is just jam-packed full of 
more than 100 actual fabrics for suits 
and top-coats, a big full-color style dis- 
play of over 50 of the last-minute styles 
in made-to-measure clothing. You can 
start at once after those fine cash earn- 
ings and your FREE SUIT! 

Remember you DON’T SEND A PENNY 
—now or ever! If you're over 25 years 
old, this big valuable Tailoring Outfit 
is yours just for the asking—ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE! Make sure you get 
yours—fill out the coupon at the right 
—AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


500 S. THROOP ST. 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. suv. 25: TMCS"... 





pe! 


ABSOLUTELY FREE as an EXTRA REWARD 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. J-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Iil. 


Please rush FREE the big valuable Sample Case ' 
filled with actual fabrics, style display and every- 
thing I need to start after my first profits and 4 
FREE SUIT. 
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FE PADDED 


CURVE ENHANCER 
»* WIDE SET STRAPS 
+ IN-UP PUSH-UP BUST 
+ LASTEX TUMMY TRIMMER 
+ INNER WAIST CINCHER 
+ PADDED HIPS 
+ PADDED DERRIERE PADDED 

























! Sim 
made. 4 & Lifts Frem 14” BACK 
fer t . 10” FRONT 
ii ( FRONT ZIPPER 
) high 
ninute ° @ Split Hip 
qual- @ Waist control 
il @ Lifts, Forms' 
O11eCt 
only j 
1s, but 
ide ti 
V ARD 
good 
xe Broadcloth 
right Seat Pane! 
oner 
none} - mane 
, now The most perfect sweater bra 
Lifts From Here you've ever seen is designed 
Just to point up bosom glory with 






Y loriously high points' Youth-. 
a #2233 = SUNS-UP fi cuppert “ane comfort as- 
Cotton broadcloth 4 section <ireq py finest quality satin 
cup has porous elastic rising | astex Colorful daisies peek 
diagonally from under center through sheer Nylon marqui- 
bust-parts and lifts you for cette at top of bust. Peek-a-boo 
pointed beauty. Back is per- straps between busts Notice 
fect for low or high Bs | specially designed low back 
White. Sizes 32 to 36A Perfect “alt purpose’ bra! 
34 to 38C cup $3.95 White only Sizes 32-368, 32 

38B. 32-40C-cup $3.95 


oO #3309 CURVE ENHANCER 
Put curves where you want 
them! The perfect all-in-one 
answer for that glamorous, 
founded figure. Padded pu: 
up bra lifts and rounds. Built. 
in foam rubber padded hips 
and seat, Nylon power net nips 
tummy and waist for more 
cuddiesome lines. Soft center 
lifts and “‘youthifies”’ derriere 
Sizes 32 to 36 A and B, White 
$22.95 














































a #3270 DERRIERE 'S8 
Fabulous foundation, yours J] #3068 FOUR INCRER! 
from Frederick's at 2 low, iow That's right! This 842” rayon 
price! Rayon powernet sides, satin waist cincher will shave 
satin lastex front panel. Broad- from your middie Lightly 
Removable rrubber pads requests. Miracie under-an- cloth insets lift derriere for boned throughout. Side hook- 
— you that rounded look ounce foam rubber pads fit that youthful line. White. Sizes ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
ind. Cut up high from ints isaculoush = 10 to 18, 23 in. to 30 in. waist. for garters. White. Sizes: 24” 
twgh to prevent showing under u y shaped poc $7.95 [0 32” waist. A steal at this 
ory ee $3.50 






oO #3277 Two-TimeER 


BD +3220 WHIDDEN FLATTERY Another Frederick's ‘‘first!” 
The answer to hundreds of 


> 
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ets on hip and derriere. 






. I low price 

ret weapon” in power-net. ‘eal. Knitted Nyion powernet + 
White or Black. Small, Med. White. Sizes 23 inch u Bn Borge Ay A #3104 HEAP SLIM HIP 
Large. $8.95 to 28 inch waist. $15 the world created the original. ‘dea! mate for flirty sheaths 


Now, Frederick's brings you a Nylon leno elastic slenderizes 
twin at a fraction of the price. a full 14” from below bust to 
Eight-section cotton broadcloth back of thighs, 10” in frent 
back panel curves and lifts... Nylon lace over sheer nyion 
satin lastex gives distinct center panel pares tummy 
derriere definition. 3” cincher warst-cincher clinches cuddle 
waistband. Nylon powernet some line. Zips up front. Black 


#3218 HIP ENHANCER aa 3183 CURV-ETTE 
Now, solve your too-slim-hip Farewell to flats. Now add 
problems! No need to be fiat those glamourous inches if 
wtih this remarkable foam you are flat behind. Strate- 
tubber padded power-fiex gically placed foam rubbe 
panty girdle. Rounds you out Pads in power net elastic 
sad gone ee Bg barred poten sige I geld controls, lastex front trims> oF White Sizes 24 in. to 32 " 
sk too-heavy lower thi 
One piece crotch, lace sr One piece crotch Rayon yl Wg wars 3 
_——* Garters. White Small, Med., — White. Sm., Med.. White. Sizes 23” to 30” waist. 7 ae 
r 
Large $10.95 s "$10.95 $9.95 an 
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Case Chromspun acetate taffeta Sheatn sizzier of garden-scent Alluring sheath skirt in cling- = 
ae with scoop neck, jeweled but- print on iustrous Satin Cotton. ing Matte Jersey (Nylon. and OF HOLLYWOOD HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF 
» tons and doiman sleeves. A ust emphasizing built-in Acetate). Here's the perfect > 
id a Hollywood hit! Red and White, shape. Snug torso breaks at giamour mate to any pretty Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY =.NUMBER) 
on and ion Sizes 32 to hips into a full, frivoious mer- biouse. It's “‘rump-lined”’ to 
SPECIAL at $3.88 maid flounce with smart tri- preserve the beautiful lines of 100% money STYLE NO. [QUANTITY] — SIZE Vst COLOR | 2nd COLOR] PRICE 
angular shaped cuff and bow = yoy — and it. Generous hem BACK GUARANTEE: 
FREDERICK'S — of same material. Rose, Yel- Black, Pink 8 s 
serie ow tue pnt speit tg Bark, Fitk or Bese. Sis 
Gone Cow price. Sizes 10 to 18...$13.98 $7. #2829 VAMPIRE WEB 
ic iM | Plunge neck unearthes cleav- 
#2102 MERMAID BAIT #553 STUNNED aan aehencel: ty Seiubensl. 


























You're sheathed in acetate- He will be when he sees this bosom building bust. Shimmer 








taffeta that snug fits to mer- stunnine sheath in shimmer rR | #2098 “SHIMMY SHEATH ing rayon and acetate faille , LJ | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 25c Postoge) ©1959 
maid flounce then fiares glam- ing acetate taffeta! Snares Permanently aii-over pleatea sheath style, slits in front to ] SEND C.0.0. (1! enclose $1. deposit on each item) 
coer Ourously. V neck ride rim of wr every curve right down Arnel, rmses as easily as your reveal. Back lunges too. with NAME 
shoulders, then piunges to ‘0 torrid little fishtail flounce nylon hose drip dries dramatic web of grosgrain 
bust separation. Biack, Rose, Sensational creation. sensa overnite Gathered waistline weaving patter of delight ADDRESS 
comaseiee. Sizes 7 to 15, 10 Laectis 4 low price. Black Biack, White, Coral. Turquoise Black, Red or ae 
eoce ‘0 18. $10.98 Pacific Blue. Red. 7-15.$12.96 Sizes 8 to 16 $11.98 10 to 18. any ZONE STATE 














ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY 
AS A 


NURSE 


Qa 4 
LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries ... there is no recession 


in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 








YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM. 
PORTANT ... mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A19 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


MAIL COUPON TODAY FOR 





I POST GRADUATE SCHOOL oF NURSING I 
' ROOM 17A19 —131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 8 
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19598 | | “He loves me... 
+ | he loves me not... 
33 
| ans E he loves me... 
ES 
ger 
Cheers For ‘Color Line’ 
I live in Chicago, but at the present I’m a | 
soldier at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. I have 
just finished reading the September issue of 
TAN. I think all of the stories were wonder- | 
ful, especially “Love Across The Color Line.” 
You have a lot of fans here that read TAN, 
) EBONY and JET, so keep up the good work. | 
N The guys here are waiting for the October 
issue of TAN. I’m writing for the guys of 
H & S Company, 5th Engr. Bn. (C) and 42nd | 
Engr. Company (R). 
Pyt. E-2 Herbert Dean Roberts 
Fort Leonard Wood, Mo. | 
12 | 
16 ° 
20 I have just read some of the stories in the | B 
29 September issue of TAN magazine. I like the | WHY DEPEND ON DAISIES? e sure with 
2% magazine very much. “Love Across The Color | a 
Line” and “Sucker Bait” were two stories I . > 
28 liked. | see “Love Across The Color Line” is | a bright, clear Col ! yplexion! 
32 a continued story, and I am looking forward | 
34 to the next chapter. : 
38 Pliny | Be pretty! Be popular! If you Contains wonder-working A-M! 
77 — want to give romance a chance, This remarkable medicated in- 
begin with your skin. There is gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
I am a regular reader of your TAN mags- | no beauty secret more important the skin cells—works deep down 
9 tine, and have been for quite some time. | than a clear, bright complexion. within to brighten and lighten 
ee ana pea ee \ockie ng st on ea And there is no surer way to win your complexion, fade weathered 
next chapter in the Arcs Ser Reese a lovely skin than with NADINOLA brown spots, combat blackheads 
“7 ‘age 4 the great happiness —. and | | Bleaching Cream. and externally caused pimples. 
wi igging your issue every month. A 
; Mrs. Lee Etto Barrow | Brighter, clearer skin can be Your skin feels cleansed and clear 
7 Opelika, Ala. | yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
10 dark complexion rob you of ro- "8 and glamorous. F oem will 
1] mance. Don’t let oily skin, big SY YOU look years younger! 
15 J just want to let you know how much I | pores, blackheads cheat you of Two types of Nadinola—one is 
like to read TAN. I get it every month and a : 
48} enjoy reading it very much. I loved reading charm. Don’t let a poor complex- _— for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
“Love Across The Color Line.” ion make you look lots older than the black box, is for dry skin. 
~~ a sig iy you are. For a change of face, try NapDINCLA Deluxe, in the pink 
43 a NaDINoLAa! Nothing—absolutely box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
4 nothing—will improve your com- with our guarantee of satisfac- 
45 A Model Model plexion so many ways, so fast! tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
16 ane - Don’t keep your beauty a secret! Paris, Tennessee. 
This is my first fan letter but I was over- | 
come by the delicate and youthful beauty of | 
the young model that appeared in your October | | 
issue of TAN magazine, representing the story | 
entitled, “I Married A Stranger.” Her beauty | . 
" is that of innocence and sweetness that goes | = 
at into your heart. She reminds me of Dorothy | 
, Dandridge. If possible, let’s see more of her, | BLEACHING CREAM Bes ine same bated id 
‘ perhaps on the cover in color. M b 7 Rio | Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, oily. coe ras is enriched with fine 
j Chicago, Il. | clearer, and lovelier. uae Wse ond $125 couaiee pebry-| 
5 
















Hello! Does anyone want to correspond with 
a Belgian-French guy living in Hollywood, 
about photography, music, traveling and other 
topics? I am 28 years old and promise to an- 
swer all letters regardless of race, color or 
creed. Both sexes are invited, between the ages 
of 18 and 35 years. I would especially like to 
write to people abroad and learn about their 
countries, their people. Stamp collecting is 
okay because I receive letters from all over 
the world. Letters are invited either in the 
English, French or Dutch language. 
Andre Moenssens 
724 So. Spring St.—Mezz. Flr. 
Los Angeles 14, Calif. 


! would be more than grateful if you could 
print my letter in your Pen Pals column. I 
live in a small city, and am very lonely. I 
would like to correspond with young men who 
are tall, 6’ to 6'5”, and between the ages 18 
and 29. I’m a young lady, 19 years of age, 
also tall, 59%", weigh 150 lbs., measurements 
38-26-40. I am tan-skinned, with dark hair 
ind pretty brown eyes. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, music, sports, etc. I will gladly answer 
all letters and send photo if desired. 

Annie E. Reida 
Remlik Post Office 
Middlesex County, Va. 


! am a TAN reader, and I would appreciate 
it if you would please print my name in your 
Pen Pal column. I am light brown complex- 
ioned, long black hair, brown eyes. I’m 16 
years of age, 411”, and weigh 129 lbs. I would 
like to correspond with young gentlemen be- 
tween 18 to 23 years of age. Will answer all 
letters and will exchange photos. 

Patricia Sue Ruffians 
260 Minerva St. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


| would like for you to enter my name in 

the Pen Pal section. I am 29 years old, 6’ tall 

and weigh 215 lbs. My complexion is brown, 

my hair is black, and eyes, brown. I will ex- 

change photos if desired. I have been in the 

Army for seven years. I am particularly in- 

terested in corresponding with girls of all 

ges, and it doesn’t matter what race. All cor- 
respondence will be answered immediately. 

Sfe Joseph S. Bowens, RA 4248 

Mortar Battery 

2nd Battle Group, 28th Inf. 

Fort Riley, Kans. 


| would like to correspond with young 


women between 22-30, no exception of race or 
creed. | am 6'%” tall, 180 lbs., black hair, 
brown eyes and medium brown complexion. 
My hobbies are sports, music, cartooning and 
writing letters. | am a communications spe- 


cialist in the regular Air Force. Have visited 

eight other countries during the past five years. 

[ do not regard myself as handsome (can’t 

have everything, you know). So let’s get those 

letters in the mail, girls, and they will be an- 
wered promptly. 

S/Sgt. John Clary, Jr. 

AF 13 438 971 

HEDRONSEC 838 ABGRU 

Ardmore Air Force Base, Okla. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Would you kindly print this letter in your 
Pen Pals section? I am searching for Pen 
Pals, especially someone who speaks Spanish. 
I am teaching myself Spanish, and want to 
correspond with someone who could spur my 
interest. I also dabble in writing stories, po- 
ems, etc., and would appreciate hearing from 
someone who does the same. I am a Negro, 
but would enjoy corresponding with anyone, 
regardless of race or religion. I am 24 years 
old 

Mrs. Helen Edmundo 
1510 Murchison Road 
Fayetteville, N. C. 


I would like very much if you would put my 
name in your Pen Pal section. I’m a GI. sta- 
tioned in a lonely state. I would love to hear 
from women from the age of 18 to 30 years 
old. I am a Negro, 23 years old, 6’1”, 190 lbs. 
My hobbies are football, photography. I will 
gladly exchange photos. 

A/le Charles L. Griffin 
9th Transportation Sqdn., Box G-6 
Mt. Home Air Force Base, Idaho 


I was very much impressed by my first copy 
of TAN and I would like very much to have 
my name and address published in your maga- 
zine, in the Pen Pal column. My age is 17, 
I’m classified as a senior in high school and 
am 5/314” tall. I am neither married nor en- 
gaged. 

Since I am very lonely and enjoy writing, I 
promise to answer every single letter. I would 
prefer hearing from boys from the ages of 18 
up. As of now, I am interested in no particular 
hobby, but I do like all sorts of music, basket- 
ball, and especially reading and movies. I will 
readily exchange photos. 

Martha Anne Bryant 
1391 South Winget St. 
Gastonia, N. C. 


I would appreciate very much if you would 
print my name in the Pen Pal column. I’m a 
young man serving in Uncle Sam's Air Force. 
I’m stationed on Guam and this place is very 
lonely. I’d love to correspond with young la- 
dies between 17 and 20 all over the world. I 
am 64” tall, and I weigh 167 lbs. My complex- 
ion is medium and I love all sports and jazz. 
I dig your magazines, especially TAN. You 
keep publishing them and I'll keep buying 


them. 
A/3C Bennie Jackson, AF15570784 
3960th Supply Sqdn. 
APO 334 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I have been a TAN fan for the past two 
years and [| think it is the most enjoyable 
book I have read. I would be very grateful if 
you would publish my name in your Pen Pal 
column of your magazine. I would like to cor- 
respond with girls and boys from all parts of 
the world between the ages of 17 and 22. I 
am a Jamaican girl now residing in London 
for the past two years. I am 17 years old, 5’2”, 
weigh 120 lbs. My hobbies are dancing, sports, 
and reading. I am hoping to be a shorthand 
typist in the future, which I am now studying 
for. Will answer all letters. 


Best regards to you and all the readers of 
TAN magazine. 

Collette Richmond 

74 Angell Road 

Brixton 

London, S.W.9, England 


| am an ardent reader of TAN, and would 

like to be a member of the Internationa! Broth. 

erhood of Pen Pals. My name is Ronie Lukas, 

19 years, brown hair, 5’9” tall, and would like 

to correspond’ with gals from the U.S.A. and 
the Continent between the ages of 19-22. 

Ronie Lukas 

c/o Box 10 

Muhesa 

Tanganyika, Africa 


| would like for you to list my name in your 
Pen Pal section. I am 16, senior in high school, 
5’54%", brown complexion, brown eyes, black 
hair, weight 123 lbs. I am interested in corre- 
sponding with young men and women all over 
the world; race doesn’t matter. I like singing, 
reading, boxing and good movies. I will an- 
swer all letters. Thank you. 
Fancie Ree Williams 
Route 2 
Ashdown, Ark. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I am a Negro, aged 17 and my 
hobbies are: listening to records (rock ’n’ roll 
and progressive jazz) , dancing (all latest steps) 
and | have an interest in fashion designing 
and modeling. I am 5’7”, 130 lbs., and have 
olive complexion. I will gladly exchange pho- 
tos. | would like to correspond with fellows 
from 17 to 21 and gals from 16 to 18. 

Reneé Lorraine Gilbert 
223 Centre Street 
Easton, Pa. 


[ would love to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 19-25, especially service- 
men. I am a 17-year-old senior in high school, 
56”, 130 Ibs., medium brown complexion with 
brown eyes and reddish brown hair. My hob- 
bies are dancing, reading, and modeling. | 
also enjoy all sports and good movies. Race 
does not matter, and I will exchange photos 
upon request. Would appreciate someone who 
could be serious. 

Brenda Isham 
427 Quindaro Blvd. 
Kansas City, Kans. 


Congratulations on your fine Pen Pal col- 
umn which has created many lasting friend- 
ships. I am hoping you can do the same for 
me. I am a native of Canada and am here in 
Chicago to attend a medical school. As for 
friends I have very few and would like to 
meet a sincere young lady between the ages of 
16 and 25. I am 24, single, an olive com- 
plexion, with a quiet and pleasing personality. 
My leisure hours are very idle, but I enjoy 
movies and outings, when I have anyone to 
escort. 

Morrio De Silva 
365 E. 60th Street 
Chicago 37, Ill. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


Dear Eve: 

I am in desperate need of your ad- 
vice. I am 13 years old, and in love with 
a boy 20. My mother thinks it all right 
to date him. We started going together in 
December. About six months later, he 
started going with other girls. Every 
night we would have a fight. Then, he 
wouldn’t go with me. 

Now, he wants me to start going with 
him again. Should I? I know I love 
him and he used to love me. Is he too 
old? If I take him back would I be do- 
ing the right thing? Could you help me 
win him back? Please answer. 


D.L.M. 


Dear D.L.M.: 

The answers to your questions, in 
order, are: 1) No, I don’t think you 
should go with him again, 2) Yes, he is 
too old for you, 3) You wouldn’t be do- 
ing the right thing to take him back, 
and 4) I wouldn’t help you win him if I 
could. My reasons? A 20-year-old man 
is much too old for any 13-year-old girl. 


Dear Eve: 

I am in love with a boy. I have been 
in love with him three months. He was 
going with a friend of mine. About a 
month ago, they broke up. Then he 
started going with me. I love him so 
much. He told me he loves me too, but 
still he quit me for his ex-girl friend. I 
love him so much and want him back. 
Please tell me what to do. 

Lonely 


Dear Lonely: 
The pathways which the heart takes 
cannot be directed. This boy, appar- 


ently, enjoys your friendship, but his | 


heart belongs to the first girl. Find a 
nice boy friend for yourself, and make 
this a happy foursome. 


Dear Eve: 

I am very much in love with a boy, 
but I never get a chance to see him. I 
do not know his phone number or ad- 
dress. Everyone I ask about him does 
not know him. He is a very nice boy. 
I would do most anything to get to know 
him. We do not go to the same school. 


Desperate | 


Dear Desperate: 


You do have a problem. Your phan- | 


tom friend seems almost to be exactly 
that. You did not tell us any of the cir- 
cumstances under which you do happen 
to see him. Since none of your friends 
know him, and since the self-introduc- 
tion is in most cases still a breach of 
etiquet, it would seem you will have a 
tough job—attending other schools’ af- 
fairs until you locate him, hoping to 
meet some of his friends, etc.—trying 
to find your mystery boy. In the mean- 
time, why not someone closer to home? 


Good luck. 


Dear Eve: 


I am seventeen years old and in my | 


I hope you can 
help me with my problem. My girl 
friends all go with boys who are very 
nice looking, but the only trouble is 
that they don’t pay any attention to a 
boy unless he is light brown skin or light 
skin. 
rather dark. My girl friends always 


senior year at school. 


I am going with a boy who is 


tease me about him, and ask me can’t I 
do any better. I don’t know what to say 


to them. This boy is very, very nice to | 


me, and is a perfect gentleman. I also 


like him a lot and he likes me. 


A.N.L. 


Dear A.N.L.: 
You have learned at a very young age 


a very valuable truth. The color of a | 
person’s skin is no yardstick of their | 


true worth. Don’t pay any attention to 


your girl friends save to be sorry for | 


their unreal attitude, and hope they will 
change. Judge your friends by what 
they are and what they do, not how 


they look, and you can be sure of the 


best in friendship. You are lucky to | 


have such an attentive young man. 
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¢ PHILADELPHIA, lightweight boxer Len Matthews looked over his record of 
12 knockouts in 14 fights, explained: “I hate to wait around for decisions. They 
make me nervous.” 


* * * 


In Chicago, 21-year-old Albert Slade refused a chance to plead guilty to auto 
tampering and accept a 60-day jail sentence, insisted on a lie detector test instead, 
flunked, was sent to jail for 2 to 10 years. 


a a * 


In Atlanta, Mrs. Leola Alexander bounced a flat iron off the head of her husband, 


Bobby, later explained with a straight face to police: “I was throwing at a rat.” 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., Mrs. Willie Mae Bennett sued her seaman husband for di- 


vorce on grounds that, true to the sailor’s tradition, he had a girl in every port. 


& * * 


In New York, asked to explain why he worked in a restaurant between theatrical 
jobs, thespian Carl Lee observed: “The first thing an actor has to learn is how to 
keep eating.” 


= * 


In Baltimore, 31-year-old Leroy B. McAllister was fined $10 for spitting at a 
police wagon. 


* a + 


In Raleigh, N. C., James O. Banks, 29, worked mightily but in a vain attempt to 
pry open a restaurant equipment company safe, was found asleep by police as he 
rested up for another try. 


* * * 


In Detroit, con man William L. Miller chose a name at random from a phone book, 
called and offered the woman who answered a “lucky number” for $10, learned to 
his dismay when he went to pick up the cash that his intended pigeon was a police- 
woman. 


n oe * 


In Washington County, Miss., red-faced sheriff's deputies discovered why county 
jail prisoners always seemed a little happier after each visit by jail alumnus Eddie 
Brooks: he was bootlegging half-pints of whisky to the inmates. 


* * * 


In West Memphis, Ark., election officials stopped Juanita Louise Lane heading for 
a ballot box with a poll tax receipt in her hand, thanked her for the interest, but 
explained that fifteen is too young to vote. 


* * = 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops ltch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain—without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently pte 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
es like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!”’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 
Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
jository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
rs—money back guarantee. Reg. U.8. Pat. Of. 
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‘Anna Lucasta’ 

For the “over-thirty” theatre goers who barely remember her, and the younge 
crowd who never had a chance to make her acquaintance, Anna Lucasta, as lug 
cious a hussy as ever decorated a street corner, has been transported to the scree 
by producer Sidney Harmon for United Artists. Although on the screen Anna js 
more sinned against than sinning, the movie wrings some startlingly fine perform. 
ances from its stars, Eartha Kitt in the title role, and Sammy Davis Jr., as the sailor 
with a gleam in his eye. Neither of them appeared in the original play which ran for 
three highly successful years on Broadway in the 40s. 

Turned out of her home for some minor romantical shenanigans, Anna, who has 
drifted into a life of easy virtue, is 
brought back through a family scheme 
to wed her off to a wealthy young south. 
erner, admirably played by young Henry 
Scott, who should prove to be a teen. 
Although aware of the 
fact that she is being used as bait, Anna 
cannot help but fall in love with her 
suitor, and after a tearful battle with her 


agers’ delight. 


conscience, marries him. But her neu- 
rotic father (Rex Ingram) manages to 
spoil things before the honeymoon is be- 
gun, and Anna runs off with her sailor 





Eartha Kitt and Sammy Davis Jr. 
lover. 

The story ends with a promise of happiness when Anna returns home to find her 
father dying. 

While Isabelle Cooley, Georgia Burke, and John Proctor join the stars in making 
Anna a good movie, it is veteran actor Frederick O’Neal who, as a scheming in-law, 
perhaps steals the show. 

‘The Old Man And The Sea’ 

Ernest Hemingway’s Pulitzer and Nobel Prize-winning The Old Man And The 
Sea has been transposed to the screen by Warner Brothers in a motion picture mas- 
terpiece that may set film standards for years to come. A simple, yet eloquent tale 
of the Old Man’s (Spencer Tracy) search off the Cuban coast for a giant marlin 
after 84 fishless days, is at once the story 
of man’s futile battle against nature. 

The appeal of Hemingway’s story is 
universal. It has been read by more than 
13,000,000 persons in 43 languages. 
And it is certain that release of the film 
will send more readers to their book- 
stores. 

The irony of Hemingway’s tale is that 
the Old Man finally does land a great 
marlin, after an epic three-day struggle, 
but scavenger sharks tear away big 
mouthfuls of flesh and soon there is The Old Man and the boy. 
nothing left to take home. At the end of the third day, the Old Man sadly, silently 
rows back to port, beaten and bone-tired, but tied alongside his boat has the skeleton 
of the behemoth marlin. 

Other fishermen gather around to examine the proof of the Old Man’s prowess as 
a fisherman and he is at last satisfied that his luck has returned. 

Filmed in WarnerColor and produced by Leland Hayward, The Old Man And 
The Sea was directed by John Sturges. Academy Award-winner James Wong Howe 
is responsible for much of the excellent photography. 
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FOn Te Recon 3 


YNAMIC!/DAKOTA STATON (CAPITOL) : 
Staton’s latest album anything less than Dynamic! would have been an under- 
statement; something like calling Mt. Everest a hillside. 

Riding high off the success of her two earlier collections, The Late, Late Show 
and In The Night, Dakota does not spare her nimble vocal cords on this one as 
she runs through a dozen tunes ranging from misty little poems (Little Girl Blue) 
to high-rolling pops (Let Me Off Uptown) to supersonic jazz chants (Cherokee). 
The Staton voice handles them all with as much enthusiasm as a Jaguar on the 
straightaway. 

As in her previous works, Miss Staton displays her supple range, and her own 
highly imaginative phrasing. But more critical ears are apt to discover a disturbing 
quality here, a sort of look-Mama-no-hands daring, a bit of show-offy impertinence. 
It has happened before—briefly—to some highly talented singers. The great Sarah 
Vaughan, for instance, once seemed unable to resist the temptation to show how 
“cute” she could get with her voice. Dakota, on Dynamic!, also shows symptoms of 
being afflicted with this same virus, which is by no means an incurable malady, and 
perhaps for some of her fans, this is even where her charm lies. 

Nevertheless, Dakota Staton has again hit the scene with all of her lyrical efferves- 
cence, and a wild time can be had by all who will listen. She imparts an unmis- 
takable originality to her work, and is to be commended as much for this as for 
her fine voice. 

On this free-wheeling session, she is aided and abetted by arranger-conductor 
Sid Feller. Other songs getting the usual Dakota Staton unusual treatment in this 
new album include: Night Mist, Anything Goes, Sunny Gets Blue, They All 
Laughed, | Wonder, Say It Ain’t So, Joe, Too Close For Comfort, It Could Happen 
To You and Some Other Spring. 
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Begged 


Him 
Not 
To 


Love 


Me 


How could Kenny dare be so bold? He knew better than anyone else how it had 


been with Jim and me. He knew, yet he dared to ask me to defile the beautiful memory 


STARED through tear-glazed eyes at 
the grey pin-stripe suit hanging in 
the closet with his other things—the 
brown slacks, the tan sports coat, the 
pressed blue police uniform that he 
never got to wear after it came from the 
cleaners—all of the reminders of Jim. 
(nd for just a moment I clutched them 
ill tight to my breast, feeling the empti- 
ness, the frustration. “Oh, Jim, Jim,” I 
ried softly, “why did it have to hap- 
[he memory of him was such sweet 
heartbreak. At first, it had been like a 
bad dream from which I was sure I 
would awaken. And then, as the weeks 
lengthened into months and the months 
to a year, the harsh realization had 
come, the undeniable truth that Jim was 
gone from me forever. 

‘Be thankful in your grief,” Mother 
had tried to comfort me. “You have 
little Jim, a part of your husband to 
live with you always.” 

she was right, of course. Jim Jr. was 

ymething to be thankful for, a son 


the spitting image of his father. He was 
a wonderful six-year-old now, and his 
father would have been so proud of the 
way he was growing up: straight and 
strong and full of happy curiosity. If 
only Jim were alive to see his son inch- 
ing toward manhood. 

But Jim was gone, shot down in the 
line of duty by a pair of hot-rodding 
dope addicts who weren’t worth the 
money the state would be paying to keep 
them in prison for the rest of their lives. 
And at twenty-six I was a widow with a 
school-age child, and long, desolate, 
empty years ahead of me; years without 
a man’s strength and security, without 
a man’s love or his warmness beside 
me in bed in the dead of night. No- 
body could understand what that meant; 
not Jim’s parents, who had surely shared 
my grief; not Mother, who tried to be 
understanding; not Jim Jr., who had 
only the slimmest memory of his father. 
And certainly not Kenny, Jim’s best 
friend who was working with him the 
night he was killed. 


No, not Kenny. He was the real prob- 
lem. 

“You don’t have to tell me what a 
great guy Jim was,” Kenny argued only 
a few nights ago when he brought me 
home from my job at the cleaning shop. 
“We were friends all our lives. But you 
can’t just go on living with his memory. 
You can’t go with him to the grave.” 

The harshness of his last words an- 
gered me, and I lashed out at him with 
bitter words. “Don’t say that to me!” I 
shouted. “if you were really his friend 
you wouldn’t talk like that!” 

“Stella, please,” Kenny begged. “I’m 
just trying—” 

“I know what you’re trying to do,” I 
cut in sharply. “You’re trying to take 
up where Jim left off. Well, you can’t. 
Nobody can. So just leave me alone, do 
you hear? Leave me alone!” And I ran 
crying into the house, ending the hour 
with Kenny as I had ended so many 
others in the third year after Jim’s death 
—with angry words, bitter tears, guilty 
feelings. 
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Of course, I was sorry for what I had 
said to Kenny. It wasn’t right, I knew. 
But how could I make him understand 
that I didn’t want another man to take 
Jim’s place? Most of all, how could I 
make him understand that I couldn’t 
allow myself to submit to new kisses, 
new caresses, to allow new fires of pas- 
sion to churn inside me. I couldn’t allow 
it, and stay true to Jim’s memory. Yet, I 
did so want to feel it all again—the love, 
the desire, the fulfillment. But I couldn’t, 
] mustn’t. 

And it would be so easy to give in to 
Kenny. He had been such a good friend 
for so long. Even as far back as high 
school there had sort of been the three 
of us. They were both interested in me, 
but their competition was friendly, their 
friendship too deep to let a girl come be- 
tween them. So even when Jim and I 
finally became serious in our court- 
ship, it did not change things with 
Kenny. He and Jim still played on the 
high school football team together and 
went into the Navy together and came 


Look at it. A real football.” 

He ran to me and shoved the oval- 
shaped leather ball in my hand. I took it 
and looked it over. “It’s very nice,” I 
said, handling it with delicate unfamil- 
iarity. 

“Can you show me how to throw a 
pass with it?” Little Jim asked excitedly. 

Without answering I stepped back and 
threw the ball rather uncertainly to- 
ward him. 

He caught it with a bear-hugging mo- 
tion toward his chest. “Not that way,” 
he said. “Throw a spiral.” 

“I—I’m afraid I don’t know how, 
Little Jim,” I said. 

“Well,” he said walking to me and 
running his hands over the ball, “you’re 
supposed to put your fingers along the 
laces somewhere and then—zing! You 
throw it and it whirls round and round 
and goes real straight. Can’t you do it?” 

I took the ball and tried again, and 
this time it went all wobby and out of 
Little Jim’s reach, knocking over a table 
lamp with a loud clatter. 
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back home to join the police force to- 
gether. 

I guess their strong friendship grew 
out of the fact they were so much alike. 
Oh, not in looks—Jim was tall and 
brown and good-looking, while Kenny 
was shorter, stockier, with light tan com- 
plexion and features neither good nor 
bad. But mostly, they felt the same way 
about things and they liked the same 
things: sports, hunting, fishing. 

Yes, they were a lot alike, Jim and 
Kenny. Only Jim had been the man I 
married, the man with whom | first 
shared the wonderful discovery of love, 
the only man to whom I had given my- 
self body and soul. If I were to marry 
Kenny now, as he wanted me to, I would 
be living with a constant reminder of 
what I had once had and lost. No, I 
couldn’t do it. 


TURNED from the closet at the 

sound of young Jim’s running feet 
coming into the house. 

“Mommie! Mommie!” he was call- 
ing. “Davie let me borrow his football. 


“Golly, that wasn’t a good throw at 
all,” he complained as he scooted after 
the ball. 

“Well, I just don’t know how to do it,” 
I said crossly, picking up the lamp. 
“Now take your ball and go outside and 
play.” 

“Golly, you never show me how to do 
anything,” Little Jim muttered as he left 
the room. 

I started to yell at him, to demand he 
come back and apologize, but the words 
froze in my throat. You never show me 
how to do anything! How long had he 
been telling me that? He had said it last 
summer when I hadn’t been able to 
show him how to throw a curve with 
a baseball. He had said it the time he 
was trying to make model airplanes. 
When would be the next time, when he 
wanted to go fishing or build a soap- 
box racer or learn to swim? 

Again I cried to Jim in silence. Oh 
Jim, how can I manage without you? 
How can I| teach him all the things a 
little boy needs to learn? Nobody could 
do them like you. 








THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we've 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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It was easy for everybody else 
to try to tell me what I ough 
to do. They didn’t feel the 


terrible emptiness inside 


The words, uttered in frustration, 
were nevertheless familiar words of 
praise. Jim was always being compli. 
mented on his athletic and manual skills, 
But what was it he had always answered 
when someone tried to flatter him? |} 
you think I’m good, you should se 
Kenny! 

That was what Jim always said! Not 
that Kenny was really better than Jim 
at things. In fact, sometimes he wasn’t 
quite as good. For instance, he wasn't 
quite as fast on the football field as Jim. 
But he was a better basketball player. 

Was Kenny the answer? Was I, in my 
own selfishness to cling to a memory, in 
my desire to remain true to an idol, de- 
priving my son of a _ much-needed 
father? And wouldn’t Kenny’s similar 
ity to Jim be an asset instead of a liabil- 
ity? It would be if I didn’t let my own 
foolish thoughts upset things. Deep 
down inside me, didn’t I already love 
Kenny because of the qualities in him 
that were the same as Jim’s? And 
couldn’t I, maybe after a long while, 
just love Kenny for himself? 

I owed it to Jim Jr. to try. If I had 
ever stopped to think about it, I would 
have realized that Jim would have 
wanted it that way, and that Kenny and 
[ both had Jim’s memory to share. 

I reached for the telephone and dialed 
Kenny’s number. 

“Hello,” his deep voice said on the 
other end of the line. 

“Kenny,” I started slowly, “I just 
wanted to say I’m sorry about acting 
such a fool day before yesterday.” | 
hesitated. 

“Who remembers day before yester- 
day?” Kenny said lightly. 

“Well, in that case, I’m frying chicken 
and having peach pie for dinner if 
you're interested.” 

“I’m interested,” he said. 

“Good, and if you’re nice and polite 
while you help me with the dishes, I'll 
let you take me to a drive-in movie.” 

Okay,” Kenny said, his voice mount- 
ing with happy surprise. “What’s show- 
ing?” 

“We'll try not let that matter,” I said. 

THE END 
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By Margo Hughes 
IGHT HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMP Archie 


Moore, who is quite an actor in any sense, 
spent part of the summer around his hometown 
appearing with the San Diego Light Opera pro- 
duction of Carmen Jones. 


Middleweight champ Sugar Ray Robinson has 
been taking daily singing and dancing lessons until 
he gets around to defending his title again. 


Althea Gibson is taking time off from her 
championship tennis career to try her luck in films. 
She’s up for a big role in The Horse Soldiers, a civil 
war drama starring John Wayne and William Hol- 


den. 


John Wayne, by the way, stopped off in New 
York on his way to location in New Orleans to pick 
up his favorite chauffeur, Harlem’s fabulous Roose- 
velt Zanders. When Roosevelt refused, Duke Wayne 
offered him a large part in the picture if he’d come 
along but even the lure of the movies wouldn’t per- 
suade him to travel South. He’s had some unpleas- 
ant experiences there. 


Willie Mays, pride and joy of the San Fran- 
cisco Giants went on record as one sports figure who 
has no eyes for show business when his ball-playing 
days are over. The “Say Hey” Kid asked what 
would he do in show business, though he’s hardly 
had a chance to bank his half of a $13,500 check 
won for an appearance on TV’s Brains and Brawn. 
Willie, of course, was the “brawn.” 


The Soul Stirrers, the gospel group that suf- 
fered a setback when lead singer Sam Cooke de- 
serted them to enter the pop field, is making a 
comeback under the leadership of another up and 
coming young singer known as “Little Johnny.” 
They have a private eye watching him night and 
day less someone persuade him to join the rank of 
rock ’n’ rollers. 


MGM Records has set up a new label for the 
showcasing of lesser known talent. Actor Dotts 
Johnson, who tried his luck at balladeering a few 
years back, let it be known to MGM that he “has 


voice, has songs, will cut”, so the label tees off with 
Dotts’ “Street Of Dreams” backed by “Paradise.” 


Blind vocalist Al Hibbler supplied the excite- 
ment at a fabulous party (Continued on Page 52 ) 
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Helpful 
Heart 


Facts 


| 
heart disease can 
be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 
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2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 

















3 Almost every 
heart condition 

can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








— 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 








5 Your “symptoms” may 
or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don’t worry. See your 
doctor and be sure. 
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last we were in each other’s arms, locked in- 
le our own tiny dream from the rest of the 
orld—and tomorrow we would be married! 





WE HAD 10 HAVE 
EACH OTHER 


Our parents said wait, that we were 


too young and inexperienced to know 
what we were doing. But how could 


we wait when our love was so strong? 


F IT HADN’T BEEN for the East End Theater about seven 

blocks from my house, I would have thought that the whole 
wide world was a mess of dingy, delapidated row houses and 
smelly alleys littered with garbage, shattered glass and tin cans; 
a world where everybody slept three and four and five to a 
bed and ate beans and soup and oatmeal seven days a week. 

It was only on that one Saturday or Sunday every three or 
four months when Daddy came back home to spend a few hours 
with Mama and gave all us kids enough money to go to the 
movies that I got a glimpse of people living in real nice homes 
with windows and phonographs and TV sets and pretty clothes 
and lots of food on the table. That is, unless they happened 
to be showing a western that day. Whenever they did have a 
western on, I would go inside anyway because I had to watch 
after Billy and Bobby and Jessie and Mary Ann. And besides, 
it was nice and cool inside the movies in the summertime and 
warm and snug in the winter, which was more than I could 
say for the place where we lived. 

Still, while the western would be on, my mind would wander 
and pretty soon I would be wondering why Daddy didn’t live 
at home with us like a father should, and why whenever he 
came to see Mama, he would always send us kids out of the 
house. The twins, Billy and Bobby, hardly knew him at all. 
Neither did Jessie and Mary Ann. I could remember him pret- 
ty good, though, because he lived at home until after Jessie was 
born. After that, he was home half the time and gone half the 
time and after Mary Ann came he just stayed away all together 
except for when he would come to visit Mama. Then, after a 
while, Mama had the twins. 

We didn’t seem like much of a family to me. I mean, I 
couldn’t really understand about Daddy, and Mama worked 
all the time and I had to take care of the house. The twins were 
five, Mary Ann was six and a-half, Jessie was eight and I was 
twelve. 





eing the oldest meant that I had to 
» housework so Mama could keep 
»b. And, I guess deep down inside 
was proud of all the things I could 
ke fix meals and mend clothing 
keep house and do the shopping. 
Mama was so tired after working 
laundry all day that I tried to do 
h as I could to help her. Some 
are just made that way, I guess ; 
is to learn to do all the things 
ups have to do and accept res- 
And some were like my 


nies. 


Jessie, | suppose, who didn’t want 


to do anything but play outside and read. 

But hard work didn’t hurt me. Be- 
sides, I was pretty well developed for 
my age. I guess that’s what first got me 
into trouble. Boys started noticing me 
kind of early, and I can never remem- 
ber going through that awkward stage 
that a lot of girls go through when 
they’re too fat or too skinny or too tall 
or too short or can’t do anything with 
their hair or their face is all broken out. 
If I had any problems like that, I was 
sure too busy to notice them. No, if 
anything, my problem was being too at- 


“But they signed the register as Mr. and 


Mrs.,” 


“How can I tell who’s legit and who ain't?” 


the hotel clerk was protesting. 





tractive. At least, in one case. 

I was fourteen that winter evening | 
was coming home with a loaf of bread 
and some onions for the stew we wer 
having for supper. It was only six 
o'clock, but the sky had been heavy with 
snow clouds all day, and night had fal. 
len thick and fast. 

I was passing the alleyway only 
block from home when they grabbed me 
out of the blackness. One caught my 
right wrist with which I was holding 
the groceries and the other one slipped 
his arm around my waist. The scream 








that started up out of my throat hung 
in the air in silence. 

“Watcha’ got in the bag, baby?” the 
one on the right said. His face was dark 
and ugly and he looked like he hadn’t 
had a haircut in weeks. Quickly I spun 
my head to look at the other one on my 
left, and then I was doubly scared; his 
skin was real light and filled with pock- 
marks and scars, his mouth curled off 
into a funny, snarling expression and 
their was a wild look in his eyes. 

Then the scream came out, so loud 
and piercing that my whole body vi- 
brated with it. Only the wild-eyed boy 

‘on my left had slapped one hand over 
“my mouth, muffling my cry for help. 
> They were dragging me back into the 
void of the alley when suddenly I 
heard a dull thud and the one on my 
eft groaned as his arms fell away from 
The one on the right let out a curse 
ad then, as I fell to the ground, I saw 
a third boy lunging toward us. 
| “Let her go!” he was yelling. “Let 
or go. 


“IT guess they scared you half to 
death,” he said. 

I wiped at my tears and nodded my 
head. 

“How far do you live from here,” he 
asked. 

“Just down the street,” I told him. 

“Come on,” he said. “I'll walk you 
home.” 

He picked up my bag of groceries and 
took my arm and we walked back to the 
sidewalk. I looked up at him in the 
light, and realized that I had seen his 
face before. He had a husky build and a 
pleasant face and was about three years 
older than me. 

“It’s a good thing I was leaving the 
store with a delivery right behind you. 
I saw you going down the street when I 
loaded my truck and I watched as I was 
passing by you at the alley. I was think- 
ing that a pretty girl like you shouldn’t 
be walking by herself in this neighbor- 
hood after dark. Then I saw those two 
jerks grab you, so I wheeled my truck 
over to the curb and jumped out with 


The banging on the door followed quickly by the sound 


of a key in the lock and suddenly there was the hotel 


clerk and a policeman rushing into the room 


|The dark boy whipped something 
om his pocket and, as a ray of light 
ll upon his hand, I saw the long, slen- 
der blade of a knife. I screamed again, 
it there was no need to for my rescuer 
wung with something long and hard, 
tracking the other boy on his hand. 
he dark boy let out an agonized cry as 
fe covered his injured hand with his 
her one and fled down the alley. 
"I looked around and saw that the 
wild-eyed boy was hobbling off in the 
her direction, holding his side. Then 
} realized I was crying and couldn’t 
top. 
“Here, now,” my rescuer said. “It’s 
all right.” 
I brushed at the tears with the back 
my hand and he handed me a hand- 
terchief and I blew my nose. 
| “That’s better,” he said. “I bet we 
on’t see those two around here any- 
more. One of them is going to have sore 
mids in the morning and I think I broke 
other one’s wrist.” 


5 “Oh,” I said, “They were awful.” 


this piece of iron pipe. I carry it with 
me when I’m making deliveries just in 
case somebody decides to hold me up.” 

I knew then where I had seen him 
—in the grocery store. 

By then we were to the stoop of my 
house and he handed me my bag. “Well, 
I guess you can make it safely from 
here,” he said. 

“TI didn’t say thanks,” I stammered 
with embarrassment. 

“Forget it,” he said, smiling. “Just 
tell me what your name is.” 

“Lucile,” I said. “Everybody just 
calls me Lucy.” 

“I’m Eddie Mason,” he said. 
old man runs the grocery store.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“Well, I'll be seeing you around,” 
Eddie said. Then he ran off back to his 
truck. 

I slept very little that night. I would 
dream and I could see the horrible faces 
of the two boys who grabbed me in the 
alley. And then I would see Eddie’s 
face, and I would wake up. 


“My 


peor AND I saw plenty of each other 
other after that. Whenever I would 
go to the store from then on, I would 
look for him, and whenever he was there 
and could get away for a few minutes, 
he would walk me home. And some- 
times we would see each other in school, 
but not too often because Eddie was a 
senior and | was just a freshman. He 
starred on the football team, too, and 
although I could never go see any of 
the games because | didn’t have the time 
or money, I always had a feeling of 
pride whenever I heard the kids talking 
the next day about the touchdowns he 
had scored and the passes he caught. 
But I couldn’t consider him really my 
boy friend or anything like that because 
so many of the girls worshipped Eddie. 

Nevertheless, when he graduated from 
high school that summer he began com- 
ing around to see me, and pretty soon 
he was popping up at our house at din- 
nertime, bringing a fat sack of groceries 
with him from the store. 

I guess by then we really were going 
together, and after awhile Mama let us 
go out to movies together on Friday 
nights. Still, there was something funny 
about the way Mama treated Eddie. I 
mean, she liked him well enough, and I 
knew she was grateful for the food he 
brought us and we were too poor to be 
proud enough to refuse it. So I couldn’t 
understand why she looked the way she 
did when Eddie came around. 

I didn’t let that worry me though. In 
fact, I didn’t let anything worry me be- 
cause I was pretty sure after a while 
that my life was all laid out before me. 
I was in love with Eddie and one day we 
would get married and move away and 
raise some kids of our own and be a 
real family—not just a messed up house 
of human beings like ours was now. 

Only things didn’t happen that easily. 
In fact, nothing was happening. I went 
with Eddie for two years and holding 
and kissing him and being in love with 
him and listening to him when he talked 
real serious about things and going 
places with him just made me that much 
more eager to marry him. But just be- 
cause you want to doesn’t mean you can. 
It takes money and carefully laid plans 
to get married, and we had neither. 

Oh, it wasn’t our fault. Certainly I 
wanted to get married and Eddie did 
too. “It’s not right for us not to have 


our chance to (Continued on Page 49) 
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It seemed so easy to do, and it meant 
wing all the things I ever wanted: nice clothes, 
popularity—and the boy I wanted mest in all 


the whole wide world 


M AY I help you, Miss?” the salesgirl asked politely. 
, “Just looking, thank you,” I replied. I fingered the tag on the dress hanging 
the rack and said wistfully, “With a price tag like that, all I can afford to do is 


We both stood looking at the expensive, exclusively-designed dress. “It’s lovely, 
it?” the salesgirl remarked. “And just your size, too. Would you like to try 
Miss?” 
ady,” I said, holding up the three bargain dresses I had over my arm, “I'll be 
ng good if I can buy one of these marked-down dresses.” 
[ know what you mean,” she said in friendly tones. “Still, there’s no harm in 
pping it on just to see what it looks like. If you don’t mind my saying so, that new 
shade would match your skin coloring perfectly.” 
| held my arm close to the material. The copper brown of my skin fairly glowed 
inst the sheen of the turquoise cloth. “Maybe I will try it on,” I said, as if just 
ing up my mind. 
short time later I was in the dressing room trying on the dresses, pretending I 
rying to decide which one to buy. Theresa, the girl I was working with, came 
» the room and flashed me a signal. Then, while she got the attention of the 
ng room attendant by pretending to have trouble with a zipper, I slipped one of 
dresses I had under my skirt. 
Vhen I left the room I returned the expensive dress to the salesgirl. “I wish I 
1 take this with me,” I told her, “but I can’t even (Continued on Page 62) 
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SLAMMED THE LETTERS DOWN on the battered old 

desk top. 1 was mad, and sick inside, too. Those letters 
were all bills from Walkers Department Store. Bills run 
up by Louise Jackson, Hank’s ex-wife. And Hank had paid 
them! 

Dresses for $19.98, even one for $29.95! My hand jerked 
contemptuously at the faded $2.98 house dress I was wear- 
ing. Shoes for $20! I glanced down at my battered old 
sandals. The few clothes in the closet weren’t much better. 
Why I had never paid over ten dollars for a dress in my life. 

It was unbelievable. Imagine Hank paying bills for 
Louise when they had been divorced for almost five years! 
I tossed the letters in the top desk drawer, and glancing at 
Judy, who was playing contentedly in her playpen, headed 
for the kitchen. 

The screen door banged. “Mama, can I have something 
to eat?” It was three year old Chris. 

“No,” I answered, “it’s time for me to start supper now. 
Daddy will soon be home. You can wait just a little longer.” 
The door banged again. “Stay in the yard,” I called. 

As I peeled potatoes my glance swept disdainfully over 
the small kitchen with it’s faded yellow walls, cheap curtains, 
and scarred cabinets. No wonder we had to live in this 





opened it, never dreaming that this was a key to my hus 
band’s guilty secret. At first glance I thought that surely 
some mistake had been made, but after checking, the truth 
dawned slowly. It was Louise who had made the purchase, 
and Henry, my husband, who had paid it! 

I pawed frantically through the top drawer then and came 
across several more paid bills, dated back over a period of 
many months. The letters had been sent to Hank at the 
service station, I noticed. It hadn’t been difficult for Hank 
to manage without my knowing. He handled our money 
and paid the bills. There was no protest from me, as I cer. 
tainly didn’t consider myself any whiz as a manager, and 
it would take an expert to stretch our income so that we 
could save towards the house we longed for. In the pas 
year I had learned to do pretty good with the grocery alloy. 
ance Hank gave me. It was fun at first being thrifty, but it 
soon wears thin, believe me. 

Sticking my head around the kitchen door I peeked again 
at the clock. Everything was on time. We went on a sched- 
ule around this time of day, as Hank had only a short time 
between getting home from the plant and reporting for work 
at the station. I almost wished he’d be late today. It would 
give me more time to think. If Hank had this secret from 


MY HUSBAND'S 


OTHER WIFE 


He was supposed to have been rid of her five years ago, yet here 


she was, haunting me like a dreadful ghost from out of the past 


dinky, beat up house. No wonder I wore cheap clothes, and 
battled with an old worn out washer to put out the family 
wash. It was plain to see why Chris and Judy wore hand- 
me-downs from their cousins, and slept in used beds bought 
cheap and re-painted. Now I knew why my husband held 
down two jobs. Why there didn’t seem to be any extra 
money in spite of the fact that he worked four hours each 
night at Adler’s Service Station after putting in a full shift 
during the day at the aircraft plant. It was so Louise could 
walk around in thirty dollar dresses and twenty dollar shoes! 

By the time the table was set the anger was seeping out 
of my system, but the inside sickness remained, and grew, 
until | felt all weak and shaky—and scared. It scared me 
to realize that there was this secret thing Hank kept from me. 

lhe bills had been hidden in the back of the desk drawer 
where Hank kept our statements and receipts—a drawer | 
never had occasion to look in. It was only by accident that 
| happened to find the first letter. It had slipped out in the 
back and dropped below. When I reached in the second 
drawer for writing paper, there it was. Casually, I had 
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me, maybe | didn’t really know him. Maybe there were 
lots of things I didn’t know about my husband! | 

Hank was dependable though, a trait of his I admired, 
and our car rolled up the drive at the usual time. Chris 
called, “Daddy’s home!” then the two of them burst in the 
front door laughing. One look at my face and the grins 
vanished. 

“Hi Molly. What’s wrong? You look mad enough to 
chew nails.” Hank set his lunch pail down and walked over 
to the playpen. He patted Judy on the head, and the baby 
gave him one of her biggest smiles. 

“It’s the bills!” I blurted out. “Those bills Louise run up. 
I found them.” 

Hank’s face flushed, and his hands dropped to his sides. 
He looked at me, a long searching look. I shoved the letters 
at him. “Why did you do it Hank? Why did you pay her 
bills?” I demanded. 

Hank spreak his hands. “I had to,” he said. 

“What do you mean, you had to? You don’t owe Louise 
anything. Good grief,you’ve been divorced all these years. 


















Bills, bills, bills—for all kinds of 
fancy things. And they were all 
for my husband’s ex-wife. 
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You didn’t have any kids to support, and 
she wasn’t awarded any alimony. How 
can you say a crazy thing like that?” 

Hank’s face was growing darker now, 
and suddenly I remembered his tem- 
per. Ordinarily he was the world’s best 
natured guy, but when he got mad, he 
meant business. He tried hard not to 
lose control, but it was best not to push 
him too far. “I say it because it’s true,” 
he said. “It’s just something I can’t 
explain, but I know what I’m doing.” 

Hank ran his fingers nervously 
through his hair as he paced up and 
down. “I know it’s hard for you to un- 
derstand, but you'll have to trust me.” 
He stopped still. “Molly, you do trust 
me, don’t you?” 

My eyes widened. Trust him? Trust 
Hank? Why, I'd always trust my hus- 
band, 1 told myself. Hadn’t I seen his 
love for me written all over his tan, rug- 
ged face every single day? Could I for- 


lies around sponging off you, huh? You 
just better put a stop to it right now 
Hank Jackson. I won’t stand—” 

“Molly!” Hank’s voice was stern. His 
face was set in a solid, expressionless 
mask, his skin had a purplish tint. “Just 
shut up! I know what I’m doing. Now 
let it be, do you hear? Don’t ride me!” 
Hank was shouting now. I backed away, 
my lips pressed in a tight line. “Get my 
supper. I haven’t much time.” 

We ate in silence except for Chris’ 
chatter, and Judy banging her spoon on 
the side of her dish. Tears were rising 
to the surface, and I kept blinking to 
hold them back. Hank’s eyes were 
averted. He pecked me on the cheek 
when he left—he never left for work 
without kissing me goodbye. 


Y MIND was in a turmoil the next 
few days. I knew there was no use 


trying to talk to Hank. When his mind 


Why should Louise have nice things when I didn’t? 


Why should my own husband be paying so much to 


keep another woman in better style than he did me? 


get for a moment his ardent lovemaking 
as I crept into his arms at night, or his 
tenderness when I was pregnant with 
Chris and Judy? We were one, my hus- 
band and I—yet now there was this 
shadowy something between us—some- 
thing I didn’t understand. 

“Of course, I trust you Hank,” I told 
him, “but I don’t see why you won’t ex- 
plain. Why should she even expect—? 
Hank, how long has it been since you’ve 
seen Louise?” 

Hank frowned at the question. “Oh, 
it’s been a long time,” he said hurriedly, 
“but I have talked to her on the tele- 
phone a few times. She calls me—noth- 
ing personal, you understand. You know 
how we feel about each other.” 

I nodded absently. “She hasn’t re- 
married?” 

“Nope. She planned on it, but some- 
thing happened...” Hank’s voice 
trailed off. 

“She still works, of course?” 

Hank shook his head, “Not that I 
know of.” 

“Good grief!” The words poured out 
in surprise and indignation. “She just 
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1”? 


was made up, he couldn’t be budged. 
But it was so unfair for him to give 
Louise anything. She had no claim on 
him at all. 

Although her pictures showed her to 
be a beautiful girl, I had never been 
jealous of Louise. She and Hank had 
been divorced a year when I met him. 
“Marrying Louise was the nuttiest thing 
I ever did,” he told me. “I had just got 
back from Japan and had my discharge 
from the Army. My severance pay was 
burning a hole in my pocket when | met 
her. She was looking for a meal ticket 
and I was it. We’d only known each 
other a couple of weeks when we 
pranced up to the Justice of the Peace.” 
Hank said he knew he’d made a mistake 
by the second week, but he tried to make 
a go of it. It didn’t work out though. 
All Louise thought about was her looks 
and her fun. “She’d get all fancied up 
and gad about all day, then nag me all 
night. I tried to give her the things she 
wanted, nice clothes, a nice apartment, 
but it was never enough, and she’d nag 
for more. Then I caught her running 
around with other guys and that did it. 


She was as glad to get rid of me as| 
was of her.” 

No, there was no reason for me tok 
jealous of Louise. I had everything— 
Hank and the children were my who 
world—and she was just a vain, selfig 
girl who had nothing. Her part in m 
husband’s past had never meant a thi 
to me before. Now, all I could think of 
was Louise. Louise lounging around jy 
expensive dresses, while I cleaned up, 
shabby little house in faded jeans. Th 
house had never seemed so bad before 
I kept it clean and neat, and our fur. 
niture, while not expensive, was nice 
Now everything looked cheap to me. 

Scrimping, doing without hadn’t bem 
a burden because we were saving to buy 
a home of our own. Then too, we wer 
buying the car. The payments wer 
high, but it would soon be paid off ani 
we'd have that much more for the 
house. I wondered how much we did 
have saved now. It had been a loy 
time since I’d looked at the bank book. 
I stepped over to the desk. 

I reached for the drawer, then drey 
my hand back. Something seemed t 
warn me not to look. But I couldn’t heh 
myself. The little green book shook « 
I turned the small pages. Then | ut 
tered a little cry. It couldn’t be! We 
had only saved fifty dollars in the pas 
year! The book dropped on the des 
as I began rifling through the paper, 
scattering them every which way. 

Later, I slumped in a chair, the can 
celed checks in my hand. There wer 
checks for various amounts, from twenty 
to sixty dollars, and all made out to 
Louise! They dated back over the pas 
year. 

So that was it. Things hadn’t bee 
just right with us for a year now. Our 
Judy had been born a year ago, ani 
when I came home from the hospitd 
things were different. Nothing definite 
Nothing I could put my finger on—jus 
a shadow. Hank and I were just # 
close, just as much in love, maybe more, 
but he was strained, tense. His eye 
were worried. Sometimes his laug 
sounded hollow. 

When he took the extra work at the 
service station I was against the ides 
“You'll be tired all the time, and we 
won’t have much time together. The 
kids will never get to see you,” I com 
plained. 

“The extra work won’t bother me. Il 
get plenty of (Continued on Page 53) 
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1 shoved the letters at him. “Why did 
you do it Hank?” I demanded. “Why 
did you pay these bills for her? 











[ome CTelele 


I had kicked around all over the 


Catal f-3; 


country, meeting all kin 


of dames. That’s why I knew this broad Geraldine was the 


wrong kind of girl for my buddy. She was even 


VE KNOCKED AROUND a bit in my 
time and met all kinds of women. 
rd, deliver me from these so-called 
Give me the bad kind 


ery trip! If there’s one thing I learned 


od” women! 


that playing around with a good 
man is just asking for trouble. They'll 
you up every time. That’s what I 
ed to tell Booker when he got big eyes 
the little chick who worked at the 
ish joint in town. 
‘Don’t be a fool,” I told him one 
ght as we lay in our bunks smoking 
final cigarette before dousing the light. 
u’d be safer playing around with 
t dynamite we use at the quarry than 
id be getting hooked up with a dame 
her!” 
‘You’re too suspicious, Randy,” 
ker said. “Why Geraldine is the 
etest thing I ever saw.” 
Yeah, I know,” I grunted. “Sweet 
honey—which can also be very 
ky!” 
Booker tossed his cigarette butt into 
tin can beside the bunk. “Maybe I 
t to get stuck,” he said. “Did you 
think of that? Maybe I want to get 
ied.” 
You must be nuts!” I yelled. I leaned 
the edge of my top bunk to see if 
But he had his arms 
ind his pillow and his face buried in 


ere serious. 


ke he was kissing Geraldine. “You 
1 me!” I yelled. 
» did every man in this camp!” 


e a shout from the next cabin. “Shut 





up so we can sleep, man!” 

“Nuts to you!” I shot back. But I 
flopped back on my bunk and finished 
my smoke. I wondered why I'd brought 
Booker along with me in the first place. 
He was a little guy, with skinny arms 
and legs, not at all built for heavy con- 
struction work. I’d had to play nurse- 
maid to him ever since we arrived a 
month ago. 

Me, I’m a big guy who has been in 
construction work ever since I was big 
enough to swing a pickax over my head. 
I left home when I was fourteen, drifting 
from one part of the country to another. 
wherever I could find a job. 
learned that the best jobs were those big 


I soon 


construction projects. They last a long 
time, months and even years, which 
means that once you're hired you draw 
steady wages as long as you can do the 
work. 

The work is hard, but if you’re strong. 
once you get used to it you don’t think 
of it as work. It’s more like a contest. 
with men and machines against a big 
mountain, cutting it down to size or 
blasting a tunnel through the solid rock. 
Sometimes you're battling a forest. clear- 
ing trees and laying a road: other times 
it’s a river you ve got to span. 

It’s rough, tough work. A construc- 
tion camp is no place for a mama’s boy 
or a man who’s got to have hot and cold 
running water and steam heat. And it’s 
no place for a man who has to have 
women around him all the time. There 





worse for me 





are no women in a construction camp. 
Now and then an engineer or an archi- 
tect living in a house trailer at field head. 
quarters might have his wife visit him 
for a few days. 










But for the ordinary guys—the labor- 
ers, the truck drivers, the bulldozer pilots 
—living cooped up in tents or crude 
cabins, women were a once-a-month lux 
ury. On some jobs, it was possible to 
into town every weekend. Having thei 
fun regulated like that was harder 
some guys than the back-breaking work 
plenty got fed up and quit. 

| didn’t mind. When I worked, g 
ting the job done was the only thing on 
my mind. But when it came time to have 
fun, I played as hard as I worked. With 
me, it was here today, gone tomorrow 
as far as women were concerned, and | 
made that clear to the women who tried 








to get me to settle down in one spot. 
Booker was just the opposite of me in 
every way. He liked bright lights and 
women around him. Not that he was any 
great shakes as a lover; he just liked to 
be near them. I wondered how he man- 
aged to stand the hard work and the 
company of nothing but men as long as 
he did. ; 
Come to think of it, though, he didn’t 
have much choice. Both of us were 
broker than the Ten Commandments 
when I heard about the big job at Big 
Bend, in the western part of the state. 
“Take me with you, Randy,” Booker 
said, when I (Continued on Page 67) 











Bae) am = 


rind 


‘he was returning my kisses with an ea- 
rness that stirred my blood. Roughly I 
: nap ie 
illed her arms from me, shoving her away. Lg a * 


camp. 
archi- 
head- 
t him 


labor- 
pilots 


the 


lidn’t 
were 
nents 
t Big 
state. 
voker 
67 ) 








GUESS MAYBE SCHOOL KIDS are the same every- 

where. Like at ours, I mean, where there were some 
irls who were okay and some who weren’t. You know, 
ome kind of rate and the others are just blobs. Maybe you 
ouldn’t tell it just by looking at school, but at parties and 
lances, well, that’s where you could keep score. The girls 
vho were “in” wouldn’t be seen dead in the same dress twice 
it a party or a dance. 

Maybe it didn’t really make a lot of sense, and I guess 
1one of us ever wondered about whether or not our folk 

ould afford so many clothes for us, but that was the rule 
just the same. 

Mother made it easy for me. “Young girls are supposed 

» dress up nice in fancy dresses, Arthur,” she would say to 
Daddy when he complained about the expense. “Now let 
Evelyn have her fun. The Lord knows she'll be tied down 
to babies and housework and a budget soon enough.” 

So Daddy would complain and pay the bills. 

It’s a funny thing about the dressing up, too. It wasn’t to 

ipress boys. The girls just did it for themselves. It was 
he code, and boys didn’t enter into it. That is, they didn’t 
intil a girl got interested in a particular one. 

Like Johnny Raines. Johnny was all of the things that any 
girl thinks a boy should be: tall, dark, handsome, athletic 
and a pre-law student at the college. Compared with the 
high school boys I knew, Johnny was some sort of god. | 


pe 


Keep Fis Love 


met him when a bunch of us high school kids went out to 
college for a football game. Johnny played halfback 
scored the winning touchdown and later one of our g 
who had an older brother playing on the college team, i 
troduced us to him. Johnny and I struck it off together ri 
away. 

After that, | met him a couple of times at the footh 
field after practice and then we went to a couple of Saturd 
movies and pretty soon I was taking him home to show 
to the folks. But not before I had some anxious mome 
Johnny’s folk, I soon found out, owned a lot of proper 
down in Atlanta and had plenty money and all my Dad 
owned was the house we lived in and he worked nights @ 
the chemical plant. Our house wasn’t fancy or anything like 
that, and I was a little ashamed at first at the thought 
having Johnny see it. 

But everything went off pretty well. Johnny made a big 
fuss over Mother’s Sunday dinner and then he took a big 
interest in the flowers growing in the garden that Daddy 
so proud of, so he was pretty well in with both my parents 

“That boy has got a head on his shoulders,” Daddy said 
after Johnny was gone. “I wouldn’t be surprised if he didat 
get to be a real big lawyer one of these days. He’s intereste 
in everything and he catches on quick.” 

“Oh, Johnny’s wonderful,” I agreed, happy that Dade 
liked him. “And he sure went for your cooking, Mother,” 





Johnny was everything I wanted a boy to be, 


but had I ruined my chances with him forever ? 


























[ added with prodding enthusiasm. 

“Well, I guess anybody eating that 
college cafeteria food week after week 
would really enjoy a home-cooked meal, 
Evelyn,” Mother said smiling at me, and 
the look in her eyes told me she knew 
how much I liked Johnny and how im- 
portant it was to me that she and Daddy 
liked him, too. 

By the time Christmas rolled around, 
it was more than just “like” that Johnny 
and I felt for each other, it was love. 
We were going everywhere together: 
parties, dances, movies. And each time 
we went, I was hard pressed to think of 
something different to wear. 

“I can’t go out with Johnny in just 
any old rag, Mother,” I complained one 
evening before a big date. 

“But, Evelyn, you can’t wear a brand 
new dress every time you go out of the 
house.” 

“But Johnny’s folk have a lot of 
money. He’s not used to taking out girls 
who look like rag dolls,” I argued. I 


She was silent for a moment and her 
eyes grew kind of hazy with a faraway 
look in them. “My mother gave it to me, 
and her mother left it to her,” she said 
finally. “I guess it’s our only real family 
possession, and someday it'll be yours.” 
Then she gave me a little hug and smiled 
again. “Meanwhile, I think you can bor- 
row it so you will look nice for a very 
special fellow.” 

“Oh, Mother, thank you,” I said, hug- 
ging her back. 

So I wore the blue gown and Mother’s 
beautiful broach to the dance and John- 
ny’s eyes shone like I was an angel. He 
even made me feel like one when we 
danced and he held me real close to him 
and whispered: “Do you know I’m 
dancing with the best-looking girl in the 
whole place?” 

“Golly, all the rest of them must look 
like bags,” I teased. 

“What do you mean, bags? Delores 
Evans there looks simply ravishing,” 
Johnny said. 


Johnny’s family had money, social position. He 


couldn’t just marry anybody. A girl had to try every- 


thing she could to land a man like that for a husband 





pulled and tugged at the soft blue gown 
Mother was trying to get me to wear to 
the community center dance that John- 
ny was taking me to. I had only worn it 
once, it was true, but I just didn’t see 
how I could face all the gang with John- 
ny in the same dress. 

Mother stood looking at me for a 
minute and then said, “Wait a minute,” 
as she left the room. She came back mo- 
ments later with a gorgeous, shining 
broach with what looked like layers and 
layers of glittering gems. 

“Oh, my goodness!” I gasped. “Is it 
ever beautiful!” 

“| think it will look lovely on you with 
that gown,” Mother said, pinning it 
around my neck. 

““But—but I can’t wear that,” I stam- 
mered. “It must be worth a million dol- 
lars. I'd be afraid of losing it.” 

Mother just laughed. “It is very valu- 
able—to me—but I’m afraid it isn’t 
worth a million dollars. Maybe a hun- 
dred, but not a million.” 


0 


I turned to look at Delores, dancing 
with Charles Stevens. I had never par- 
ticularly liked Delores. She had a real 
pretty face and the kind of figure that 
the boys really went for, but she sure let 
you know she was aware of it. 

“Oh? You think Delores looks that 
good, do you?” I said to Johnny, un- 
able to keep the sharp edge of jealousy 
out of my voice. 

“Sure I do,” he answered, but added 
quickly: “But I said I was dancing with 
the best looking girl in the place.” 

“Then dance and stop looking at De- 
lores,” I said lightly, breathing a little 
sigh of relief. 

A little while later Johnny said to me, 
“You know, I was planning to go home 
for the Christmas holidays, but golly, 
that would mean our being away from 
each other. So I had a brainstorm.” 

“Oh?” I asked, with raised eyebrows. 
I knew the Christmas vacation season 
was coming up, and | had been dreading 
the separation it meant for Johnny and 


me at the best time of the year. 

“Well, my folk need a vacation any. 
way, and since I’m not anxious to go 
home, why couldn’t they come here?” 

“That’s a wonderful idea, Johnny,” | 
agreed. 

“T’ll call them up tomorrow and ask 
them,” he said. Then, taking my hand 
and looking deep into my eyes he added: 
“I really want them to meet you, 
Evelyn.” 

I hoped that he meant what I thought 
he meant. 

When I told Mother after the dance 
that I thought the broach was bringing 
me good luck with Johnny, she laughed 
and said, “Well, if you think so, maybe 
you had just as well hold on to it. Put 
it away so you won’t lose it.” 

Johnny called his folk and _ they 
agreed to come up and spend a week 
and then I nearly went into a nervous 
breakdown. 

“Mother, we’ve just got to do some 
thing about the house,” I cried. “John- 
ny’s mother and father won’t want to 
come in a place like this!” 

Father’s face clouded up. “Well, now, 
Evelyn, this is our home, and if they 
want to come we'll be proud to have 
them visit us, but if our place isn’t good 
enough for them, well, that’s just too 
bad.” 

“But we don’t have any modern furni- 
ture and the rooms look so dreary and— 
and it just doesn’t look nice at all,” | 
cried, dissolving into tears. 

“Now, darling, why must you get so 
upset?” Mother said, putting her arms 
around me. 

“Oh, mother, I want so much for them 
to like me, for Johnny to be proud of 
me. After all, ’m—I’m just a nobody, 
a little high school girl. And—and, well, 
I guess Johnny and I want to get mar- 
ried someday, but if his folk think we're 
too poor, and there are all those wealthy 
college girls after him—I just don’t 
know what to do.” 

By then I was really boo-hooing like 
a baby. 


UT THE RAINES CAME and we 

made it through the holidays with- 
out any trouble. They were very nice, 
and when they came to dinner at our 
house they didn’t seem to mind a bit 
that the silverware wasn’t expensive and 
the furniture wasn’t new and we didn’t 
have any cook or maid serving them. 
And they both seemed to like Mother's 
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cooking a lot, just like Johnny did. 

I tried my best to make a good im- 
pression on them, and I wore the six 
new dresses I had gotten for the occa- 
sion, three of which Mother had sewn. 
Mother bought good materials and they 
looked nice the way she did them, but it 
wasn’t like having them come from an 
expensive store. 

Considering how well things had gone, 
| was a little surprised at Johnny after 
they had gone back home. He didn’t 
call me every day, like he had done be- 
fore, and we didn’t have a date for a 
whole two weeks. I couldn’t understand 
him at all. 

It’s some other girl, | told myself one 
night. He’s found another girl, older, 
who dresses nicer, a college girl. And I 
had to cry myself to sleep. 

But I didn’t have time to mope around 
the house long. It was nearing gradua- 
tion time and I had to buckle down to 
my studies. I had always been a good 
student, and I didn’t want my grades to 
fall behind at the last minute. 

So I studied real hard and just hoped 
and prayed that everything was still all- 
right between Johnny and me. I wasn’t 
too worried, because although we weren’t 
seeing as much of each other as we nor- 
mally did, I had already told him about 
the graduation dance and he had agreed 
to take me. 

I had already picked out the gown I 
wanted to wear. It was all pink and full 
of ruffles and looked like a dream in 
Antoine’s window. But I got a real 
shocker when I went in to price it. Forty- 
five dollars! 

I knew that was really more than 
Daddy wanted to spend, so I checked my 
own savings to see what I could add. 
But all I had was twelve dollars and 
fifty cents that I had been saving to buy 
a cashmere sweater. I couldn’t spend 
that! 

When I told mother about the dress, 
she almost flipped. “Evelyn you know 
how much we’ve been spending on your 
clothes these last two years, and I just 
don’t see how we can go and spend an- 
other forty-five dollars now for—” 

“But, Mother,” I argued, “this is spe- 
cial. This is graduation.” 

“I know, dear,” Mother said, “and I 
only want the best for you. But I could 
make you a gown just as pretty for half 
the price and—” 

“But, Mother, it wouldn’t be the 
same.” All the girls talk about where 





their clothes come from and I’d have to 
say you made my graduation gown!” 

“Well, what’s wrong with that?” 
Mother asked with dismay. 

“Oh, Mother! You just don’t under- 
stand!” I cried. 

So Mother promised to see what she 
could do about the gown in the window 
at Antoine’s. 

But a week before graduation, the 
bottom fell out. I didn’t know what it 
was at first. The house was so quiet 
when I came in, and pretty soon, after it 
began to get late, I noticed that Daddy 
hadn’t gone to work. 

“Isn’t Daddy going to be late?” I 
asked Mother finally. 

She just looked at me kind of funny 
for a minute, then motioned to me to 
follow her into my room. She closed the 
door and sat down on the bed. 

“T want to talk to you, Evelyn,” she 
said, sounding very strange. 

“Yes, Mother?” 

“Evelyn, I know you’ve read and 
heard talk about a recession and how 
a lot of people have been laid off from 
work. Well, now it’s happened to your 
father.” 

“You mean he’s lost his job?” I 
asked, stunned. 

“Well, he hasn’t actually been fired,” 
she explained, “just laid off.” 

“But for how long?” 

“That’s what we don’t know,” Mother 
said. “It’s rather indefinite.” 

I sat in silence for a while, trying to 
figure out what all this meant. I knew 
we had to eat and sleep and pay for 
things like light, and gas and heat and 
stuff. 

“But Daddy can get another job, 
can’t he?” I asked finally. 

“A lot of people are looking for jobs 
nowadays, Evelyn,” Mother said. “May- 
be he can, and maybe he can’t. Mean- 
while, we’re going to have to cut ex- 
penses wherever we can. That means 


being careful about lights burning in 
empty rooms and closets, running up the 
bill, and having television on unless 
you're really looking at it. And we'll 
try to cut where we can on the grocery 
bills and some other things.” 

“Oh,” I said when she paused. 

“But most of all, Evelyn,” she went 
on slowly, “we won’t be able to buy any 
new clothes for awhile.” 

I jumped up off the bed like a shot. 
“You mean I can’t have my new gown 
for the graduation dance? Mother, you 
can’t mean that. You just can’t!” 

“We just can’t spend money like that 
until we know where some more is com- 
ing from, Evelyn,” Mother said quickly. 

“But I’ve got to have something new 
to wear. I can’t go in an old dress. 
What would the kids think? And John- 
ny—he’d be embarrassed to death.” 

“Look at all those new dresses you 
had at Christmas time and I haven’t seen 
Johnny around lately. I suspect he’s in- 
terested in a lot more than just the 
clothes a girl wears,” Mother said 
sternly. 

“You’re just saying that because you 
don’t want to spend the money. You 
didn’t want me to have that gown, even 
before Daddy lost his job,” I shouted, 
bursting into tears. I was still crying 
when Mother left the room. 


| oa THAT NIGHT I stayed awake, 
trying to figure out what to do. 
There wasn’t much time, and I had to 
have that gown. I had to get the money 
from somebody. Oh, I thought, if only 
I could do something and earn some 
money real quick, but I didn’t know 
how to do much, or even where to start 
to look for a job. But if only I owned 
something that was worth a lot of money. 
I could sell it and buy the gown. But 
I didn’t even own anything worth money. 
I don’t guess we had anything in the 
house that was (Continued on Page 74) 
31 











“What ll you have? 


” Banda ask 
/ 


‘You. / ansivered, SOrTY, s 


smiled, “But 'm not on the menu 








ere 


A she-devil, that’s what Wanda was. She’d put the double-hex 


on one guy while she went waltzing off with another. But 


when I tried to pay her back, it was somebody else who got hurt 


ee HOLE HOG OR NOTHING!” Gramps used to say. “If you’re going to do some- 

thing, then don’t fool around.” That’s the way I did things. No half-hearted, 
halfway measures for me. So when Wanda played me for a sucker I made up my 
mind to get even with her and I wasn’t too particular how I did it. It didn’t matter 
to me that someone might get hurt in the process. Not that I wanted things to turn , 
out the way they did; Wanda had me so “shook up” I just didn’t care. 

Wanda was one of those women who can twist a man around her little finger and * 
make him like it. That was fine with me as long as I figured she was on the level. I 
thought it was cute the way she would pout and look up at me with wide innocent 
eyes whenever she did something I didn’t like. It was impossible to stay mad at her 
when she did that. But when she tried to fool me with another guy it wasn’t cute 
any more. 

Now, I’m no angel and Wanda and | weren’t married so I could have overlooked 
her cheating if she’d acted halfway sorry. What really made me angry was that 
Wanda first tried to deny it, and when I wouldn’t go for that she got her hips up on 
her shoulders and as much as told me I could like it or lump it. 

That’s when | blew my stack and swore that I’d make her come crawling to me. 
My plan needed another woman to succeed and that’s where Doris came in. I was 
going to use her to get back at Wanda, but I didn’t mean to hurt her. All I wanted 
was . . . Maybe I'd better start at the beginning. 

My name’s Sonny Masters, see? I’m a bus driver and a guy who’s been around. 
I always played it cool and never let any one woman get me too excited. Not until 
I met Wanda. She was a waitress at the Cameo Inn, the all-night diner at the south 
end of the Jefferson Boulevard bus route. It was a regular hangout for all of us bus 
drivers. We always stopped in for coffee and a quick smoke before heading back. 
The bus garage wasn’t far from there and we’d stop in the diner before and after work. 

Wanda worked the night shift and so did I. The coffee at the diner was lousy but 
you didn’t notice how it tasted when Wanda served it to you. You’d be too busy 
noticing the way her uniform hugged the curves of her figure and wondering what 
was behind the slow, sensuous smile she turned on you. The first time I walked into 
the Cameo I knew that she was something special and that (Continued on Page 58) 
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made only one concession to my conscience 
before I threw caution to the winds: I called 
home, and prayed Don wouldn’t answer. 














What My Husband 


Doesn't Know 


There’s a lot I haven’t told him, a lot I can never tell 


him. For what man wants to live with a woman who 


has repaid his love and trust with unfaithfulness? 


[a BACK TO THE BEGINNING, I think the whole tragedy be- 

gan the day Mom Summers came to live with us. I’m not excusing 
myself, I’m merely trying to fit all of the pieces together. With the advent 
of Mom Summers I suddenly found a newborn freedom. She took over 
Timmy and the household chores, and there I was, ready and willing to 
find the devil’s work. 

I remember how I had envied Betsy Taylor, my neighbor across the 
street, when she got herself a part-time job. How wonderful, I thought, 
to get out of a humdrum house dress and the dull routine of miserable 
household chores. How I wished I could get me a new hairdo and get 
back into a world where what you looked like and did counted; where you 
could share the thrill of a wolf whistle or an admiring glance. Oh, how I 
longed for some excitement! 

Mom Summers handed me my passport with her insistence that the only 
way she would remain with Don and I was if she could do her share of 
the work. I was happy to turn it over to her, she was welcome to the chores 
I despised. Yes, even the care of my most precious possession, Timmy. 
Some women steered clear of their mothers-in-law, but not me, no siree, 
I welcomed her with open arms. She wanted to do the housework? Well, 
it was all hers! I sure wasn’t resenting that. 

I looked myself over from head to toe. I sure needed a little bit of 
remodeling, but I wasn’t beyond hope. I felt a sudden surge of excitement 
race through me as | realized I could escape from this dull-as-dishwater 
life. Don didn’t try to stand in my way, either. He seemed grateful that 
I had accepted his mother, it made life a lot easier for him than trying 
to earn enough to keep two homes going. Then, since he was always glad 
to sink into a chair and close his eyes after his dinner, my securing an 
evening job meant he didn’t have to face taking me out. It seemed made 
to order for everyone at the beginning. 











| justified myself every step of the 
way. “I’m only twenty-eight,” I said to 
my reflection in the mirror. I wasn’t 
ready to resign myself to the rocking 
chair as Don had done. I had missed too 
much of life already. 

The reason I took an evening job was 
that it paid more money. Besides, I 
despised the dull, dreary evenings at 
home. Once dinner was through there 
! was, alone, practically; Don asleep in 
his chair, and in another part of the 
room Mom Summers dozing over her 
mending. Timmy was asleep in his bed, 
so | either had to escape or go crazy. 

Mom Summers raved about me to 
everyone. “She’s better than a flesh and 
blood daughter,” she kept repeating. I 
was making her happy, and Don too. 
So I waved away any feeling of guilt 
that tried to creep in. 

Mom Summers even helped me to sell 
Don on the idea of working. “You 
know I can’t pay any room and board,” 
she said, “and you know how much I 


the week. And seemed never to end. 

I loved the soft lights and the music 
and the admiration of the men who 
drank at the bar, and the tight uniform 
did wonderful things for my figure. | 
didn’t breathe a word about home or 
family. I became another person the 
moment I left home. I lived an en- 
chanted life at the bar. The only time I 
remembered who I was was when the 
bar closed and I had to turn my feet 
homeward. If ever there was a kid left 
loose in a toy shop that was me. 

I guess I must have been a dream of 
contentment to live with in those first 
days. Anything Mom Summers did was 
all right with me. If she asked me about 
dinner or Timmy, | just told her to do 
whatever she thought right. “You know 
so much more than I do,” I said with 
sweetness and light. “You just use your 
own judgment.” How she beamed at 
me, as if there were a halo around my 
head. 


Don sure was catching up on his rest. 


Doesn’t every wife have her moments of dark de- 


spair, of boredom with household chores, of longing 


to be loved and desired by some strange, new man? 


love being with you and caring for 
limmy, so why not give Brenda a little 
freedom? Give her a chance to work 
and buy herself a few nice things. It 
might help her out of this melancholy 
rut she claims she’s in.” 

Don listened thoughtfully, then told 
me to go ahead, as long as I didn’t over- 
do it and neglect the home and Timmy 
altogether. 

| promised anything, and his face 
broke into a big smile. “Go ahead, beat 
your brains out,” Don said to me. “And 
when you get tired you'll be glad to 
crawl back home and stay put!” 
| just wanted 
out, out, anywhere out. Home was like 


He didn’t know me. 


a prison, keeping me from living. 

My job as a barmaid in a cozy little 
night spot was the most exciting thing 
that ever happened to me. I found my- 
self living just for the nights. Some- 
how | felt the days crawl. I despised 
the nights when the bar was closed. It 
became the longest, loneliest night of 
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“ll come and pick you up one of these 
nights,” he promised. 

“You just get your rest,” I said with 
sweet wifely concern, “I can manage 
real fine.” I didn’t want him coming 
around and upsetting the applecart. 

Quite a few evenings I had been given 
a lift home by Bill Davis, a fellow who 
owned a business down the street from 
the bar. He came in most every night, 
and was always giving me the glad eye. 
One night he didn’t let me get out of 
the car when we reached the house. “Do 
you have to go, baby?” He asked huski- 
ly. 

“I should,” I said without too much 
conviction. 

“Let’s go for a little ride, I know an 
after-hours place where we can get a 
quiet drink and have some talk.” 

It sounded exciting. I looked up at 
my windows on the third floor. They 
were dark. I was wide awake, I didn’t 
feel like going up to the quiet, sleeping 
loneliness upstairs. I felt the tingle of 


romantic adventure and taboo surging 
through me. “I can’t be gone too long” 
I whispered. 

“Come close to me, baby,” Bill said, 
starting the car, “Let me feel you next 
to me.” I moved close and he took on 
hand off the steering wheel and took 
mine and hooked it around his arm, and 
squeezed it. 

I'd never seen a place like the one 
Bill took me to. It was in a basement, 
You knocked three times, and someone 
glared out to inspect you, just as they 
must have done in prohibition days, 
Everyone seemed to know Bill, and he 
got a rousing welcome. We sat in a 
corner of the smoky room that seemed 
like some utopia to me. The music was 
slow and dreamy, and the little three. 
piece band never seemed to tire. Some 
young couples danced lazily to the slow. 
paced music. 

I felt a thrill stab through me as Bill 
gathered me close to him and we danced. 
We couldn’t have been much closer. 
Perhaps the drinks had gone to my head, 
but suddenly I felt the urge to have this 
big strong man love me all the way. 
He must have felt the echo of his desire 
in my kisses, for my lips seemed to want 
to stay on his. It was wonderful to be 
admired and desired and needed. It had 
been so long since Don had gone over. 
board for me. Maybe I needed to prove 
my desirability—I’m not sure. 

There was only a momentary stab of 
conscience. “I need to make a phone 
call,” I said to Bill. “Is there a booth?” 

He snapped his fingers and made a 
dialing motion to the waiter, who a mo- 
ment later produced a plug-in phone at 
the table. I held my breath while | 
dialed my house, praying Don would not 
answer. 

“Hello.” 

It was Mom Summers. 

“Hello, Mom,” I said. “I’m afraid 
I’m going to be quite late getting home. 
We’re serving a special party after clos 
ing.” 

We talked briefly for a moment and! 
hung up. 

The first lie, 1 thought, the first step 
in the path of deception. 

But one more drink and I threw away 
all thought ‘and care to the winds. This 
was tonight, I would live and worty 
about tomorrow when it came. 

I went back to Bill’s apartment with 
him. We had another round of drinks 
and I let him make love to me. I can! 
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blame him. I was responsible. I wanted 
him to do what he did, and going home 
with him was my consent. He never told 
me he loved me, he never promised me 
anything but fun. I had my own ideas 
about that. 

All night, after Bill brought me back 
home, I lay thinking about him. He was 


successful in business, he had a lovely’ 


apartment and a brand new car. He was 
good looking and young and vigorous, 
everything I ever wanted in a man. 
From then on I never left him alone. I 
wanted him and I didn’t care what it 
cost me. I had to have him! 


|‘ THE BEGINNING, I thought he 
felt just the way I did. His passion 
was mistaken for love. He wanted me, 
needed me. Night after night we spent 
hours together. Reckless, hectic nights 
of exploring and loving one another. 
The nights with him became my only 
real existence. I got through the days 
at home and the working hours of eve- 
ning in a kind of daze. I became alive 
from the moment Bill walked in to the 
bar sipped his drink slowly as he waited 
for me to finish up. I became drunk 
with the thought of the wonder of the 
night of love that lay ahead. If only the 
nights would be as endless as the long, 
dreary days. I felt like Cinderella; the 
clock was forever threatening twelve 
o'clock, and the time to go was upon me 
like doom. 

Then one night Bill didn’t come! I 
did all of the chores of closing in a kind 
of daze. He must have been delayed. 
He would come. He had to come. I 
couldn’t get through the night without 
sight of him! The place emptied out. 
Every glass was washed and dried and 
stacked, and the bar was spotlessly clean. 
“If you wipe that bar once more you'll 
wipe it away!” Jack, the owner quipped. 
“Where’s Old Bill?” He asked, turn- 
ing from the task of counting the change 
in the register. 

I merely shrugged my shoulders, as 
if it couldn’t possibly concern me. 

“Did you two kids tangle?” 

I just gave him a blank look, then 
shook my head. I guess he got wise then 
that I didn’t want to discuss it, so he 
went back to his counting, and I got out 
of my uniform. I took as long as I 
dared to change my clothing. I knew 
Bill would be waiting for me when I got 
outside. Jack would open the door and 
let him in, or maybe he would be parked 


at the curb. 

Jack was just closing his reciepts book 
and the kitchen boy was mopping the 
floors. I waited for Jack to let me out 
and lock up behind me. 

The curb was empty. I looked up and 
down the street but it was a quiet night, 
not a car turned into the block. I waited 
like a fugitive, standing away from the 
dim light that came from the bar, my 
Cold 
with fear. Something had happened to 


heart as cold as a block of ice. 


my precious Bill. When I saw the lights 
of the bar go out I darted down the 
street towards home. Maybe if I walked 
slowly, I told myself, Bill would be 
along. My heart rose at the sound of a 
car coming towards me, but it didn’t 
slow down, it wasn’t Bill’s car. 

I let myself into the gloom of my 
building and up the dreary stairs and 
into the sleeping, silent apartment. It 
was only then that I let myself go. I 
cried like a baby. If only Bill had called 


me to say he had business, or let me 


had failed him in some way, or disap- 
pointed him. I couldn’t wait for the 
evening to end. About ten minutes be- 
fore closing time, in walked Don. I was 
furious. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked 
crossly. 

“That’s a fine way to greet your hus- 
band,” he said. 

“Shhh, someone will hear you,” I 
said sharply. 

“So what?” He looked at me as if he 
thought I had lost my mind. “I’m your 
husband and I don’t care who knows it!” 

I got panicky. “Please, Don, not so 
loud, don’t make a scene,” I begged, 
and reached under the bar for a bottle 
of beer and put a glass in front of him, 
“I didn’t tell them that I was married— 
they only hire single girls here. I started 
to pour his beer into the glass when he 
grabbed my hand roughly, and made it 
spill all over the bar. Jack looked to- 
wards me, as if waiting for me to ask 
for help. I tried to give him the high 


It was a backstreet romance, as cheap as they come. 


But in my blind selfishness I couldn’t see the truth 


until it was too late to keep from getting hurt 


know what was wrong, I could have un- 
derstood. I would wait until tomorrow 
night, then I would go and find him. 

How I got through the day I'll never 
know. It just seemed endless and Mom 
Summers kept reminding me that I 
looked weary and tired, and maybe I 
ought to slow down some. I don’t real- 
ly remember clearly what I answered. | 
was impatient with Timmy and he went 
scampering to his grandmother. “Don’t 
cry.” She soothed him, “Your Mommie 
didn’t mean to scold, she’s just tired 
from working too hard.” 


i beg EVENING passed as slowly as 

the day. It was sheer torture to watch 
the bar door open and close. My heart 
would catch in my throat as I would 
see the outline or shadow of a man, and 
think, here comes Bill, at last. But Bill 
never came that night, either. 

I had made up my mind. I would go 
looking for Bill. Whatever had gone 
wrong would be made right. Perhaps I 





sign that I could manage, and went for 
the bar rag to wipe up the mess. My 
wrist was tingling where Don had 
grabbed it. “It’s almost closing time,” 
I said, “please don’t say or do anything 
until we get outside.” 

I rushed through my chores at closing 
time, and didn’t even stop to change my 
uniform. “What was wrong with that 
joker?” Jack asked me. 

“Nothing,” I tried to say casually. 

“T kind of thought he acted like a hus- 
band,” he said slyly. 

He let me out then, with a sneaky 
smile on his face. 

I knew he watched as Don came to- 
wards me and grabbed my arm rough- 
ly. I didn’t want to go home, but I had 
no choice. He practically propelled me 
along, scarcely saying a word. 

When we got home I tried to make 
myself ready for bed, but he grabbed 
ahold of me and made me come out into 
the living room. “We're going to talk, 
Brenda, so (Continued on Page 72) 
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ere 


I didn’t want to make the same mistake my Mother had, driv- 


ing her man away. I was going to smother mine with love 


I CHECKED on the roast in the oven, giving the clock a worried glance. Jack 

was later than usual. The roast was expensive and it wouldn’t be any good if he 
didn’t get here soon. Just as I closed the oven door, I heard him come in. I gave 
a sigh of relief and slipped my apron off and patted my hair in place. 

I went to the doorway of the living room and stopped, gasping at the boxes piled 
on the floor. 

“Sorry I’m late,” Jack greeted me. “I did a little shopping.” I long ago learned 
not to expect a greeting kiss from my husband. He just wasn’t the demonstrative 
type. 

“Look at this,” he said proudly, ripping open a box and holding a suit coat in 
one hand and matching trousers in the other. “Got it on sale. I couldn’t pass it up.” 

No, I wanted to say, just like last week. You couldn’t pass up the white shirts 
Flagg’s had on sale for twelve-fifty each, so you bought six. And you can’t even 
wear them to work. It didn’t matter that you already had at least eight. And what 
about the two suits you bought a month ago at a hundred each? We're still paying 
for them! But I couldn’t say it. That was the way my mother used to be. 

I forced a bright smile. “Nice,” | commented. 

“And look at these sport shirts!” He held them up to me. “Feel the material. 
They'll be easy for you to wash and iron.” 

“How—how much did it all come to?” I ventured. 

“Huh?” He frowned. “Oh, I don’t know. Around one twenty-five. Something 
like that.” 

My brain was whirling. How could we ever pay for all this on one salary? Jack 
didn’t seem to realize the value of a dollar. And he should. He was raised by a 
widowed mother who had worked herself to death cleaning other women’s houses. 
Then I felt shame. No wonder he wants nice things. He never had them when he 
was younger. 

A week later, against my better judgment, I went back to my old job as cashier 
in Thompson’s Restaurant, hoping to start a nest egg after some of our bills were 
paid off. I worked harder than ever trying to be a good wife to Jack. I continued 
to hold back the admonitions when he bought new, expensive clothes that he didn’t 
need. He’s a handsome man, | would tell myself proudly. He deserves nice clothes. 
He was so handsome alongside my plainness. I still marvelled at the miracle of his 
love. 

I met Jack at the Veterans Hospital where I was a volunteer worker and Jack 
was a patient. The moment | saw him, so lonely and hurt, I started loving him. 
After his release from the hospital and his army discharge, he rented a room in 
my mother’s small boarding house. His parents were dead. His father died while 
he was only a small boy and his mother had died while he was in the service. 
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So what if Jack was a carefree spendthrift? He’d had 


it rough, and the world owed him something. The only 


way for me to be a good wife was to help him get it 


He soon found a job as a television re- 
pair man and four weeks later we were 
married. We spent quiet, happy months 
at first. We found a tiny apartment and 
my happiness knew no bounds in fixing 
it up into a semblance of a home. Jack 
had insisted that I quit my job and I 
voiced no objections. I wanted to be a 
full time wife to him. I didn’t want to 
be like my mother. I could remember 
my mother working out; always com- 
plaining about too little money, nag- 
ging, deriding my father because he 
hadn’t the ambition to go out and find 
a better job with more money. 

She would come home from her job 
as a sales clerk, too tired to fix supper. 
We ate piece-meal and lived the same 
way. The house was in a continual state 
of clutter and their constant arguing 
sifted through to the walls of my bed- 
room. My mother didn’t treat my father 
like a man, or a husband; he was more 
like an uninvited guest in his own home. 
She never did anything for him but he 
waited on her hand and foot. Then, one 
day he walked out and never came back. 
| saw her turn into an old woman. I 
vowed I would never treat my husband 
the way she treated my father. I'd be 
proud of him and show him and others 
that I loved him. 


I WAS looking forward to going to 

Harriet’s, an old school chum of 
mine, who had already been married for 
two years. She and her husband, Eldon, 
had never met Jack and I was anxious 
to show him off. 

We left the apartment around seven- 
thirty to find it pouring down rain. I 
looked down at my new dress, not for- 
getting Jack’s expensive new suit. “I 
guess we'll have to take a taxi,” I told 
him. 

“We need a car!” Jack said angrily. 
“Here I am, twenty-one and I’ve never 
owned a car! It gets a little embarrass- 
ing. And look at the money we could 
save on taxi and bus fare.” 

And here I am, twenty, and no house 
or children or security, 1 had wanted to 
shout. Then my heart melted and I felt 


AQ) 


guilty, and just a little proud that | 
could keep my feelings from him. No 
nagging for me, thanks! 

Harriet and Eldon had a darling 
house in one of the new developments. 
I wondered how they managed, and not 
without a little envy. They had a house, 
furniture and a new car and were ex- 
pecting a baby in a few months. Then 
my spirits rose. Maybe seeing how they 
lived would give Jack the “saving” bug. 

As we sat on the sofa in their cozy 
living room, making idle chatter, my 
hand crept to Jack’s in an expression 
of contentment. I squeezed tightly and 
turned to look at him when he failed to 
respond. He was staring stonily into 
space. Maybe he doesn’t like Harriet and 
Eldon, 1 was thinking. 

“Where did you say you worked?” 
Eldon asked Jack. 

“He works for Seacrest Television Re- 
pair. He’s one of their best men,” I 
spoke up proudly. “Why, he can take a 
television apart and have it back to- 
gether again—working perfectly—in less 
time than you can bat an eye lash.” 

“Please!” Jack whispered angrily. 

“He’s shy,” I teased, looking at Har- 
riet and Eldon. 

“Hey! How about a nice game of Ca- 
nasta?” Eldon asked loudly, getting up 
from his chair and rubbing his hands 
together briskly. 

“Well—” I hesitated, looking at Jack 
fondly. “I’m not sure I remember how. 
We haven’t had time to play Canasta 
very much, just being married and all.” 

“Aha,” Eldon laughed mischievously, 
“just what have you had time for?” 

Before I could speak, Harriet inter- 
rupted, giving Eldon a hard look. “I'll 
get the table. You, Nosey, can get the 
chairs.” 

Jack said little that night and I tried 
to cover up for his shyness by being 
extra talkative. Finally, the evening end- 
ed, a complete flop, and we were in a 
taxi on our way home. 

“Didn’t you just adore them?” I 
asked Jack, snuggling up close to him. 

He only nodded, gazing out the taxi 
window. As soon as we closed the door 


of our apartment, he grabbed my arm 
and jerked me around to face him. 
“Quit hovering over me! Especially 
in front of others. You treated me like 
a son you wanted to show off.” He gave 
me a look full of contempt. “First thing 
you know, they'll be calling me your 
son! And let me do my own talking!” 
That hurt plenty, but I wouldn’t let 
him know it. I kept silent, which seemed 
to be my only weapon against arguing, 


N BED that night, thinking it over, | 
felt sure that he hadn’t meant it. It 
was difficult for him to display his feel- 
ings and display on the part of others 
embarrassed him. 

A few days later when I left the 
restaurant he was waiting for me out 
front in a car that absolutely dazzled me. 
It was long and low, pure black with 
white sidewall tires. 

“Is it ours?” I asked apprehensively, 
yet with a little excitement. 

“Tt will be, as long as we make the 
payments,” he said proudly, holding the 
door open for me. 

I knew we couldn’t afford the new 
car, along with Jack’s craving for ex- 
pensive clothes and hi-fi equipment. | 
just couldn’t enjoy it once I found out 
how much the payments were. We could 
have made house payments plus a little 
left over. 

I had been putting money aside each 
month since I had started back to work, 
but now it went for car payments. | 
wondered what Jack did with all of his 
paycheck—-since I paid all the biils out 
of my salary—but I hated to press the 
matter, knowing it would only arouse 
his anger. Oh, he paid some on his cloth- 
ing bill each month, but it about evened 
itself out because he always bought 
something new. 

He insisted on going somewhere every 
night since we got the car. I’d come 
home from work at night so tired I was 
almost ill and after preparing our meal 
and doing chores around the apartment, 
I was ready for bed. 

The night Jack suggested bowling | 
just had to beg off. “I just don’t feel like 
going out tonight,” I told him. “You 
go ahead.” I had hoped he wouldn’t go 
without me, that he would want to stay 
home with me. 

“Maybe you enjoy staying in this 
stuffy apartment, but not me!” he 
slammed out of the apartment. 

So the following Saturday night when 
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he suggested we go out dancing, | 
, and we made plans to go with 
Harriet and Eldon and another single 
couple, Janet Haager and Dale Some- 
thing-or-other. Janet was small and pert, 
with black hair and creamy complexion, 
and I felt awkward next to her. I had 
known her all my life and knew her to 
be a harmless flirt. But I felt resentment, 
watching her flirt with Jack the whole 
evening, wishing I could shrivel up and 
die as I watched him respond to her. 
She was smart looking and chic, every- 
thing that I wasn’t and I had to admit 
grudgingly that she and Jack made a 
stunning couple on the dance floor. 

Later, in the powder room, Harriet 
blurted out, “Honestly! I could just 
shake her “til her teeth rattled! How 
can you stand it, Bev?” 

“She doesn’t mean anything by it,” I 
answered mildly, avoiding her eyes. 

“Just the same, if Jack were my hus- 
ag 

I turned to look at her. “But he isn’t,” 
I] reminded her, not wishing to argue 
with her, knowing I couldn’t make her 
understand in a million years. Janet was 
loud and talkative. Happy-go-lucky was 
more the word for it. I knew too that 
Jack would soon get tired of that type of 
person, if he had to be around her very 
long. She was the type that gradually 
wore on your nerves. 

Several nights later at supper, Jack 
said, “I’ve signéd up for flying lessons. 
Two nights a week.” My heart plunged 
downward. 

“You'll get hurt, or killed,” I ex- 
claimed worriedly. 

He didn’t answer but I did notice the 
funny look he gave me and I felt glad I 
hadn’t asked him how much it would 
cost or if we could afford it. It didn’t 
matter. | knew it made him happy and 
if he was happy, so was I. He surely had 
the money to pay for it himself. We 
were just barely getting by every month 
and I didn’t want to spoil the look of 
pleasure on his face. I knew he’d prob- 
ably run short of money before payday, 
so I decided to return the dress I had 
bought yesterday. I really didn’t need 
it since I had been staying home more 
and more. Jack would soon get tired of 
going all the time too, I felt, and then 
we could start saving our money in 
earnest. 

But he didn’t. Unless I went with him, 
I hardly ever saw him. On his flying 
nights, he went out with the boys after- 


wards. Other nights, he bowled or went 
out for a few beers. Occasionally, he 
ran into some of our friends and spent 
the evening with them, going from one 
bar to another. 

“I’ve been hearing some rumors about 
Jack,” my mother said one Saturday af- 
ternoon. I visited her all too infrequent- 
ly, I realized. 

“Well, if they’re just rumors, why 
bother talking about it?” I asked ex- 
asperated. 

“Okay then. Pardon my English!” 
she said. “They’re not rumors. My 
friends don’t lie.” 

I sighed. “All right, Mother. What 
have you heard?” 

“Just this, Miss Smarty. He’s been 
running all over town with that Janet 
Haager, that’s what!” 

“Oh, Mother, do you believe every- 
thing you hear?” I asked patiently. 

“Yes, I do, when my good friends see 
them with their very own eyes!” she re- 
torted. 

“He’s run into her a couple of times, 
that’s all,” I pointed out to her. “He told 
me about it.” 


“All right,” she snapped angrily. 
“Just be spineless! Wait on him hand 
and foot! See what happens.” 

“I know what happened to your mar- 
riage,” I shot back, near to tears. “You 
nagged your husband so much he left 
you!” 

I knew I had hurt her. I hadn’t meant 
to. We had never gotten along very well 
for some reason. I couldn’t forget the 
way she treated my father. But I didn’t 
want to deliberately hurt her. 

Tiredly, she said, “You're right. Too 
late, I realized that. If only I could—” 
She looked at me pleadingly. “Beverly, 
I can see it coming. Jack’s on the go 
too much—alone. You do too much for 
him. It isn’t easy to hit the happy 
medium, but you’ve got to try.” 

I thought a lot about what she said, 
but it just didn’t make sense. Besides, 
I enjoyed doing things for him. He 
worked hard on his job, while I sat all 
day behind a cash register. I didn’t want 
him to help me with the housework. I 
wanted him to enjoy his home and I 
liked waiting on him. I guess I would 
have done anything to keep him and 
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How much love was too much? 


I wasn’t sure, but 


I knew one thing: I had to do something, and I had 


to do it before I lost forever the man I married 


make him happy. In my opinion, that 
was the way to take care of a husband. 
I had seen the other way—the wrong 
way. 


E WERE getting deeper and deeper: 


in debt, with nothing saved. We 
just had to start budgeting on some- 
thing. I just didn’t see how we’d ever 
manage to get a home at this rate and 
someday, I wanted children. I decided to 
cut down on our groceries. We bought 
much too expensive food and a lot of it 
was unnecessary, so it was easy to cut 
down. 

I spent well over an hour on the meat 
balls, but it was certainly worth it, con- 
sidering how inexpensive the meat was. 
I sampled a little, feeling quite proud of 
the way they had turned out. Mother 
had given me the recipe and she was a 
good cook. “I should think meat balls 
would be good enough for him,” she 
exclaimed indignantly. “I serve them to 
my boarders and they pay me!” 

When Jack came to the table, he took 
one look and said disgustedly, “For 
Pete’s sake! Can’t you do any better 
than this?” 

“I’m sorry. It’s good meat. We have 
to cut down—” 

“Oh, please! Spare me the hearts and 
flowers.” He looked at me long and hard. 

I remained silent, wondering how he 
would react tomorrow night when I 
served him meat loaf. Suddenly, he flung 
his napkin down and pushed away from 
the table. “I can’t even get an argu- 
ment out of you,” I heard him mutter as 
he left the room. 

That night I lay in bed wide awake, 
wondering how late it was, yet afraid 
to look at the clock. I must have dozed 
off finally because I woke up suddenly 
and Jack was in bed beside me. I lay 
there, tense and rigid, my heart pound- 
ing suffocatingly in my breast, finding 
myself trying to remember how long it 
had been since Jack had made love to 
me. My whole starved being cried out 
for him. 

I knew he was awake. I moved a 
little closer, without trying to seem in- 
tentional. His back was straight and un- 


responsive to my slight touch. I wanted 
to scream. 

“Jack?” I said softly. 

“Huh?” he answered sleepily. I moved 
closer and put my arm around him. He 
moved impatiently under my touch. “I’m 
tired, Beverly,” he said coldly. 

It was like a slap in the face. I turned 
away, facing the night blackened wall, 
my face hot with shame and humiliation, 
What's wrong with us? I cried silently, 


ACK BARELY SPOKE to me the 
next morning at breakfast. He left ” 

me at work without saying goodbye, | 
That night, it wasn’t any better. 

“Are you going out again tonight?” — 
I asked shamelessly when he got up from 
the supper table. 

He looked down at me with tired eyes, 
“Yes. Can you think of anything better 
to do?” 

“Well,” I began flustered, “you could 
stay home. There’s a good program on 
television—” I stopped. I saw his mouth 
go grim and he seemed to stiffen, as if 
to brace himself against the words he 
was going to speak. 

“You want to know something?” he 
asked bitterly. “You’re about as ex 
citing as the chair you’re sitting on!” 

I stared at him blindly, the hurt go- 
ing all through my body. This couldn't 
be real. We never argued. “How can 
you say that?” I asked in a faint voice. 
“Pve tried to be a good wife.” 

“You try too hard!” he sneered. “You 
never want to go any place or do any- 
thing. A regular stick-in-the-mud. Ye 
won't even argue with me or stand up for 
your rights. Don’t you have any back 
bone or a mind of your own?” 

“I don’t like arguing,” I said stiffly. 

“Well, I’m sick of your mothering me! 
You’d smother a guy with your solicé 
tude. It’s—it’s almost obscene!” 

A tear slipped down my cheek and 
landed in a little pool on the table. “I’m 
only trying to make you happy,” I said 
defensively, trying to pretend this wasn’t _ 
happening. 

“Well for your information, I don’t 
want a mother! I want a wife!” He 
walked away (Continued on Page 71) . 
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Bes NEW YEAR Spirits 


|S ene a brand new year 
ripe with promise and offer- 
ing you another chance to turn 
that new leaf. To aid you, TAN 
offers on the following pages 
drinks for good cheer, fashions 
for hosting, and new hair styles 


for a new you. 






















( yn E OF THE most familiar invitations extended during of the season to enjoy traditional drinks from recipes that 
the holiday season is the one offered by rich and poor have been in the family for years. If you have nothing 
ike! “Come over to our house for a drink to meet new special to rave about, now is the time to start your “heir. 
friends and old acquaintances.” A brimming punch bowl loom collection” of drinks that can be used and cherished 
one of the sincerest gestures for open-house hospitality. for generations to come. 
From the old custom of years ago when guests were offered Hardly a homemaker can resist the urge to become a 
eaming mugs of rich, thick grog, to the more modern party hostess when the holidays roll around. Armed with a 
vay of serving light refreshments, an invitation to “drink party mood and an extra fancy recipe for a delightful wassel 
the holiday. spirit” has become an ageless ritual that still bowl, what better reason is needed to fill the house with a 


radiates warmth and good cheer. It’s an important part happy crowd to welcome in the New Year. 


anges stuck generously with spicy cloves This is a perfect punch for the busy A smooth combination of rum, cognac, 
at in a tasty rum and cider punch that hostess who likes to serve something clever creme de cacao and chocolate milk make 


tor Your 


Holiday 


Thirst 


Farmer’s Bishop 





Eggnog Punch Bowl 


Beat until light 12 egg yolks, gradually adding 1 1b. confectioner’s sugar. Add very 
slowly, beating constantly 1 qt. rum, 2 gts. cream and 1 qt. milk. Whip 6 egg whites 
with Y% tsp. salt until stiff. Fold lightly into other ingredients. Sprinkle with nutmeg. 








Golden Gate Punch Holiday Cannonball 


served hot to warm the hearts of late and unusual. It can be made ahead of time an especially attractive party drink. Plan 


vals. 


Write for this special recipe. to avoid rushing. Write us for the recipe. to try it on your guests. Write for the recipe. 





JASHIONS FOR HOLIDAY HOSTING 


R EVERY WOMAN who loves to attend parties there 

are a half dozen others who enjoy giving them. Almost 

gs contagious as the holiday spirit is the desire to have a 
"big house party and invite friends in for an evening of gaiety. 
After the menu has been planned, the next important 
ought is what to wear. Party clothes are always special 
gpd become even more so during the glittering holiday 


season when the social whirl is a merry-go-round of party 
hopping. 

With all the new shapes and silhouettes to choose from it’s” 
an excellent idea to make some of your outfits at home. 
By using the home sewing center your “clothing dollar” can 
often be doubled. TAN’s party clothes are made from Ad- 
vance Patterns. See Page 51 for order blank. 


A combination dress features 
Empire front, loose chemise back. 
Pattern No. 8835 ; sizes 10-18, 65¢. 


Chemise dress has flounce of un- 
pressed pleats with side bow. Pat- 
tern No. 8744; sizes 10-18, 65¢. 


45 


Picture-pretty party dress with new “bubble” skirt is 
ideal for the holidays, and can be made with or with- 
out sleeves. Pattern No. 8803, sizes 9-15, 10-18, 65¢. 





GAY HAIR STYLES 
EROM GAY PAREE 


;,OR HAIR STYLES that are excitingly different, 
direct from the rich, plush salons of Paris, look 
our beauty pages for a coiffure to wear to your 


party of the year.” There’s an old saying about one 
icture being worth a thousand words, and no mat- 


how vivid the description when you really want 
know what something looks like, it’s always best 
“see” it. That is a very gentle hint for women to 


xperiment with these lavish party hair-dos that will 


ok especially smart with this season’s fashionably 
iort dresses. Important, too, is the addition of 
welry in the hair for a spectacularly gay effect. 


Long hair takes on a 
saucy, new French 
look that sparkles for 
after-five occasions. 


A regal look of 

poised beauty is ac- 

centuated with a 
jeweled headpiece. 





RDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
upand wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth . . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 


Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 

Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 


tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone.But 


you can strike back AM ERI CAN 
hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to CAN ( ER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. G () (| ETY 
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MY PROMISE TO YOU 


LONG-LOOKING 


MY NEW, FAST WAY! 


Miss Long-Aid 
of 1958 


i will prove to you... without your risking 
one cent... that your short, too curly hair will 
look longer in 3 days or less! 


I know from personal experience that Long-Aid will give you the beau- 
tiful, lustrous . . . just naturally glamorous hair style you want. Wonder- 
ful Long-Aid with K-7 brings your curly, unruly hair under its magical 
control right away. Makes it look longer, softer, so easy for you to style 
and manage. Protects it against moisture, perspiration . . . controls stub- 
born little hair around your forehead and temples. Try Long-Aid with 
K-7 for 3 days and you'll see exactly what I mean. I guarantee it! Or 
your money back. 


Why Long-Aid Is America’s 
Finest Hair Dressing 


Contains three special ingredients: Na- 
ture’s own lanolin to help short, growing 
hair look longer. New Miracle K-7 to kill 
certain scalp bacteria, relieve dandruff, 
itching. Amazing deltyl prime to keep hair 
straight, protect it against moisture. 


Free Hair Care Booklet 


Don’t hesitate a minute! Order Long-Aid today 

. and be sure and ask for new FREE Hair Care 
Booklet, “Orchids In Your Hair,” now available 
from the Long-Aid Company. That’s Long-Aid in 
the pretty pink jar—only $1 on absolute money 
back guarantee. Once you’ve tried Long-Aid you, 
too, will say “It’s America’s finest hair dressing!” 


CLIP! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 


yyy COMPANY, Dept. 2-A 
P. ©. Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
Please rush me the Long-Aid products checked below. 
0) Send me FREE Hair Care Booklet “Orchids in Your 
Hair’ with my order. 
0) Long-Aid with K-7 0 Long-Aid with K-7 large 
$1. ie (incl. tax.) economy size $3.30 (incl. tax.) 
0 Cash, check or money order enclosed [] or send C.O.D. 


(No C.0.D ’s outside continental U.S. No orders shipped 
less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and 
postage charges by sending full amount with order.) 
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ADDRESS. 
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Child Care: 


The TB Menace 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasle, 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


He how can a three-year-olj 
have T.B.?” Mrs. White asked jy 
a worried voice after I had instructej 
my nurse to place a tuberculin patch 
three-year-old Francie’s back. 
“Tuberculosis has no age limit, Mn 
White,” I answered. “In fact, in your 
children it may be even more dangeroy 
than adults. For that reason, we won' 
take any chances with Francie.” | 
Mrs. White had brought in her young 
ster because of a slight sore throat 
swollen glands on either side of th 
neck, and a low temperature. After tak 
ing a throat culture and _ prescribing 
medication to bring the fever unde 
control, I ordered the ‘patch’ test, via 
is simply a special type of adhesiv 
bandage, the pad of which contains: 
small amount of dried extract of tuber 
culosis germs. The patch is left in place 
for 48 hours and then the patient is 





checked for a positive reaction. 

I hastened to assure Mrs. White that 
swollen glands were quite common it 
children, and that not all enlarged glands 
are necessarily tuberculous. However, 
because swollen glands are one of th 
symptoms of tuberculosis in children, | 
would not like to take a chance in check 
ing out Francie with the patch test. 

“But how would such a young chill 
become exposed to tuberculosis if no om 
in the family has it?” she questioned. 

“We are all exposed to germs in shop 
ping centers, restaurants, drug stores, 0! 
anywhere there are people.” I answerel 

“Unfortunately, the tuberculosis ratt 
is much higher among Negroes tha 
among whites, and more common in th 
industrial cities in northern states tha 
in some western cities or northern fam 
communities.” I continued. “Tuber 
culosis in childhood may affect almost 
any part of the body, the joints, or mor 
severely the brain and spinal cord. This 
results in meningitis, and is possibly 
fatal. However, with the advent of moé 
ern antibiotics and with early treatment, 
the young child who gets tuberculoss 
stands an excellent chance of recovery: 
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We Had To Have Each Other 


(Continued from Page 19) 


be together,” he complained one evening. 
We had gone walking in the park and now 
it was dusk and we had stopped under one 
of the big oak trees. We lay on the grass, 
watching the white geese swim lazily down 
the park lagoon, turning away from them 
every now and then to lose ourselves in a 
pink cloud world of kisses. Only the 
kisses grew deeper and deeper and the 
pink clouds turned to purple and then 
burst into orange flames and we were hold- 
ing each other as hard as we could, as if 
we could crush our two bodies into one. 

“I know it isn’t right, Eddie,” I agreed, 
“But what can we do?” 

“We can get married,” he said. 

“Oh, Eddie, if we only could,” I replied. 

“I don’t care what my father says about 
needing me at the store and all,” Eddie 
said. “He could find some other kid to 
work as cheaply as he pays me, and [| 
could take that job I was offered at Stok- 
ley’s Garage and make enough money for 
us to live on.” 

“But even so, Eddie, I couldn’t leave 
Mama now,” I[ cut in quickly. “You know 
how hard she works and how she depends 
on me.” 

“But what about your sister, Jessie,” 
Eddie said. “She’s twelve years old now 
and ought to be some help. After all, you 
were taking care of things when you were 
her age, you told me so yourself.” 

“But I was different,” I said. “I guess 
I have a knack for taking care of a house 
and kids, but Jessie doesn’t. Why, they’d 
all starve to death or burn the house down 
or something if she were taking care of 
things.” 

“But we’ve got to start thinking of our- 
selves sometimes,” Eddie argued. “Other- 
wise, five years from now we'll still just be 
talking about getting married.” 

Then he took me in his arms again and 
his mouth met mine and all of the wonder- 
ful, torturing feeling of love burned within 
us. “Oh, no, Eddie,” I murmured, “we 
can’t wait that long.” 

“Then tell your mother we're getting 
married,” he said, “and I'll tell my old 
man.” 


0 I TOLD MAMA, and I could have 

cut out my tongue after I said it. She 
went into a crying fit, wringing her hands 
and sobbing: “I knew it! I knew it! I 
knew some day he would want to take you 
from me.” 

“Mama, Eddie doesn’t want to take me 
from you,” I said. “We love each other 
and we want to get married, that’s all.” 

“But you’re so young, Lucy,” Mama said. 
“So young to have to start going through 
80 much heartache.” 

“What heartache?” I said. “I don’t 
think marriages have to be all heartaches 


and disappointments and living in shacks, 
not if two people love each other and work 
together real hard to make things better.” 

Mama cried worse than ever then, and 
I was really sorry for what I had said. 

“T know I haven’t done much by you 
and the rest of the children, Lucy,” she 
apologized, “but I haven’t had much help, 
and that’s why I need you here at home. 
Who will take care of things if you leave? 
I have to go out and work so we can eat.” 

“Jessie and Mary Ann are getting to 
be big girls now, Mama,” I answered. 
“They ought to be able to take care of 
themselves and the twins, too.” 

“Oh, land sakes, no, Lucy,” Mama cried. 
“You know these children can’t get along 
without you.” 

So we argued on and on, getting no- 
where. When I told Eddie later about my 
talk with Mama, he was pretty gloomy. 

“T didn’t make out so well with my old 
man, either,” he said. “All he can think 
about is me helping him at the store. He 
says if we get married he won’t help us a 
cent and don’t come whining back to him 
when things get rough. Well, gosh, I don’t 
want him to give me anything, but I wish 
he didn’t feel that way about it.” 

“T know,” I said. “That’s what bothers 
me, too, when Mama cries and carries on 
so.” 

“Well,” Eddie said, “We'll just have to 
keep working on ’em.” 

All of my hopes came tumbling down 
that night, however, when I got home and 
found Daddy there. I could tell from the 
minute I hit the door that something was 
wrong. 

“Well, what’s this I hear about you 
wanting to get married?” he demanded 
before I had a chance to get my coat off. I 
was too surprised to answer him, because 
it had been years since he had said much 
of anything to me except hello. 

“Well, come on, out with it,” 
sharply. 

“Eddie and I want to get married,” I 
answered, shrugging my shoulders. “It’s 
as simple as that.” 

“Oh, you think so, do you? Well, listen 
to this, young lady. Your mother needs 
you here at home, and you’re only sixteen 
years old. You don’t know anything about 
being married and the law says you can’t 
anyway without your parents’ consent, so 
you can just throw it out of your mind.” 

I stood staring at him in disbelief. This 
man who called himself my father, this 
occasional visitor in our house, was all of 
a sudden telling me what I couldn’t do. 
And where did he get off saying I didn’t 
know anything about marriage? I knew 
more about the responsibilities of mar- 
riage than he did. I had taken care of the 
house and the kids as good as any wife, 


he said 
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“NOW I'M MY OWN BOSS 


in CUSTOM 
UPHOLSTERY’ 


Jomes Brown, Former Low-Pald 
F] Lunchroom Attendant, Now 
bull Successful in His Own Business. 


“UTS Training solved my problem of little 
money, no future. After graduation, I soon 
averaged $85 a week in my own business. N 
I need larger space for my growing business. 
Without UTS I I could never have gotten so 
far.’ 

WHAT DO YOU WANT? Your Own 

Steady Job—Substantial Sparetime 

Better Future? They're dl Waiting for in 
Good Times and Ba in the Big Onerteutty Field 
of Custom Furniture Upholstery. 

AT HOME in spare time, you can learn this profitable 
trade—easily, quickly, just as James Brown and other 
Upholstery Trades School graduates have done. Trained 
You can earn as ry learn to 
make good money all year ‘round at home, in your own 
shop, or in a well-paid job. The practical N. Y. State 
approved UTS course teaches you professional custom 
furniture holstery, y, slip cover, furniture 
finishing, repairs; window cornice, cushion and drapery 
making. Course includes FREE—AI! professional tools, 
complete frames, materials and fabrics to make beautiful 
upholstered furniture and slip covers—you keep or sell. 


FREE BOOK—FREE SAMPLE LESSON 


Accept this FREE SAMPLE LESSON—with which you'll be 
12s. bed 
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able to cee the yg Be of “eee ches, web! 
benches jools, dozens of ngs! Accept ‘th is DELUXE 36 
page ricTune ‘BOOK (108 ‘lilugtrations!) ‘UPH TERY— 
Your New Way to a Successful Career.’ lis you all about 
this expanding big opportunity oo Se to MAKE 
MONEY in wu tery! AD ALL ABOUT IT in FREE 
acy NO A ATION—WRITE TODAY! Traini in 

Y. Schoo! also availabie. VU tery Ti ‘school. 
Dept. HA- to1- 05, 721 B'way, N 
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S. & W. 4" 


38 SPECIAL 
REVOLVERS 


ony DDO 


BARGALN: Original Smith & Weeson -38 Special Mili- 
and Police revolvers are in perfect rar aga con- 
6-shot revolver with 4 vf on cylinder. 
5, parkarized finish, original hardwood ps 


5 4% state tax. 
os Angeles express collect. 
10-day money back guarantee 
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and he hadn’t been around to lift a finger! 

It made me so mad I just burst into 
tears and ran to my room. I would show 
him! I would show him and Mama both! 


HEN I TOLD Eddie about it the next 

day he was furious. “That’s the 
trouble with parents,” he said angrily. 
“They always try to tell us what’s right 
and what’s wrong, but they do just as 
they please. They don’t set any examples 
themselves.” 

Just thinking about it brought the tears 
back to my eyes and I put my head against 
Eddie’s strong chest. “Oh, Eddie,” I cried, 
“what are we going to do?” 

Eddie breathed a determined sigh, and 
then he said: “We’re going to do just 
what we said we were going to do; we're 
going to get married.” 

“But how can we?” I asked. “We don’t 
have any money and Daddy says I’m un- 
derage and I’m not even out of school yet 
or anything.” 

“Look,” Eddie said, “I’ve been figuring 
it all out. I’ve got a little money saved— 
not much—but a little. Enough to get us 
out of this town and to a place where we 
can get married and I can get a job and 
we won’t have to be bothered with our 
folks again. You can put your age up. 
You look a couple of years older than 
you really are, I mean, the way you're built 
and everything.” 

I blushed when he said that. 

“And as for school,” he went on, “well, 
you could never go to college anyway, and 
you've only got a couple of more months 
to go before you graduate from high 
school. You wouldn’t learn a heck of a lot 
that you don’t know already in that little 
time.” 

“Oh, Eddie,” I said, “I don’t know.” 

“I know,” Eddie said determindly. “I 
love you enough to be real sure about us. 
We'll make it.” 

I dissolved into his protective arms, and 
I felt that together we could stand alone 
against all the world. 


“We'll leave tomorrow morning,” Eddie 
said, and I nodded my head. 
We planned it all out carefully. Eddie 


figured that he had enough money to get 
us to New York. “In a big city like that 
they won’t be suspicious about your age,” 
he said. “There’ll be too many people get- 
ting married for anybody to worry about 
one more couple.” 

Suddenly the thought of slipping away 
from home and going to a strange city 
frightened me. “Oh, Eddie, I’m scared,” I 
told him. 

“Don’t be,” he said. “By this time to- 
morrow night we'll be married and every- 
thing will be okay.” 

It sounded so wonderful that my fears 
vanished into thin air. 

The next morning I was as jumpy as a 
cat helping Mama get breakfast for us 
kids so we could get off to school. Or 
at least, so I could pretend to be going to 
school. After we had all left the house, I 
waited until Mama had gone to work and 


then doubled back home, making sure thy 
old Mrs. Yancy, who kept the twins anj 
Mary Ann before they were old enough 
to go to school, didn’t see me. 

Quickly I packed up my other three nig 
dresses and some underthings in a big 
box, tied a thick string around it, and afte 
taking a last look around me at the plag 
I had called home for nearly seventeg 
years, I dashed out the door. 

My heart was pounding all the way t 
the bus station, and I think I might hay 
lost my nerve and turned around if Eddie 
hadn’t been right there to meet me, his 


brand new, cheap-looking suitcase in hj J 


hand. 

“Lucy!” he shouted. “I was worried ym 
wouldn’t make it.” 

“I’m still not sure it’s really me ry. 
ning away from home,” I said. 

Eddie already had our tickets and jp 
another thirty minutes we were on a bys 
bound for New York. 

The trip should have been a wonderful 
adventure for us—just two kids going of 
by themselves, and so much in love. I had 
never even been out of Baltimore before 
but Eddie had at least travelled with the 
football team, and once went to visit rela. 
tives in Virginia. 

But instead of being filled with excite. 
ment, we sat stone-still like statues almost 
every bit of the way. I thought about poor 
Mama and the kids, about the little things 
that nobody would think of or know how 
to do with me gone. They had all depend. 
ed on me so. But on the other hand, didn't 
I have a right to expect something out of 
life instead of just being the family slave? 
I had lived all my sixteen years just like 
Cinderella. Wasn’t I entitled to some fun 
of my own? 


I HAD convinced myself that we were 

right in what we were doing by the 
time the bus pulled into the station in 
New York, but as soon as I caught sight 
of the great crowds, I was frightened 
again. I had never seen so many people 
in all my life. 

“Come on,” Eddie said when we got of 
the bus. “We'll put our bags in a locker 
before we go to the marriage license b- 
reau so we won't look like a couple of out 
of-town hicks or a pair of runaways when 
we ask for a license.” 

I don’t think putting our bags away 
helped our looks any. I was still awed by 
the sights of the city, and I could see the 
look of wonder on Eddie’s face, too. Balti 
more was no whistle stop, but it was noth 
ing like New York. 

The information desk at the bus station 
gave Eddie the directions to the Municipal 
Building, and we were on our way, the 
excitement mounting within us each step 
of the way. 

Somehow, I had imagined that applying 
for the license would be an ordeal; jus 
the two of us, frightened half to death 
stammering and shaking before the wither 
ing questions of some beady-eyed clerk. 
Instead, the place was milling with 
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couples, young and old, and the clerks 
were working so rapidly that there seemed 
to be nothing at all to getting a marriage 
license. 

That’s what I thought. And that’s what 
Eddie thought, too, until we got our turn 
at the counter and the first thing the man 
asked for was our blood test certificates. 


“Blood tests?” Eddie asked, dumbfound- 


yeah,” the man said, “blood tests, 
blood tests. Ya’ gotta have a blood test to 
get married.” He wiped his hand across 
his wrinkled forehead and heaved a pa- 
tient sigh, then he explained to us about 
having to get a doctor to give us blood 
tests and waiting three days for the results 
and coming back with certificates saying 
we didn’t have any communicable diseases. 

Eddie and I were crushed. 

“Golly,” Eddie said when we got out- 
side, “all this is going to cost a lot of 
money. He said the doctor would probably 
cost us ten dollars, and then if we have 
to wait three days before we get married 
we have to have separate places to stay and 
all—I’m going to have to find a job quick.” 

I only nodded. The three dollars I had 
in my purse sure wouldn’t help any. 

We went back to get our bags from the 
bus station and found a doctor’s office in a 
building that didn’t look like it was too 
fancy. Still, the tests cest us twelve dol- 
lars instead of ten, and I lied about my 
age when we filled out the papers. 

By this time, we were already out twelve 
dollars more than we thought we would 
have to spend, and we were starving. So 
what should have been our wedding din- 
ner turned out to be hamburgers and 
french fries for two dejected, befuddled 
kids. 

“Well,” Eddie said finally as we sat at 
the counter of the little sandwich shop, 
“I guess we’d better find some rooms. I 
hope we’ve got enough money.” 

I thought for a moment, then I said 
hesitantly: “Eddie, we came here to get 
married, and it’s not our fault that we 
have to wait. I mean, couldn’t we—well, 
share the same room. Nothing would have 
to happen, between us, I mean, and it 
would save money. And to tell the truth, 
I would be scared to death staying in a 
room by myself in this strange place.” I 
shuddered at the thought. 

“Well, I—I guess we could just register 
ata hotel as man and wife and nobody 
would know the difference. I don’t think 
they ask to see your marriage license, and 
we've got suitcases and all.” 

He thought for a moment more. “Come 
on,” he said finally. “They can’t arrest us 
for trying.” 

That’s what we thought. 

I was as embarrassed as I don’t know 
What when we went in to the desk of this 
dingy little hotel in Harlem and watched 

e clerk give me a knowing look when 
We registered as Mr. and Mrs. I could 
just feel everybody’s eyes on me when we 
walked to the elevator, and I was glad no 
one was in the hall on the third floor 


where the bellboy led us to the room. 

The room wasn’t much; just a bed and a 
chair and a dresser and a closet. The 
window looked out over an alley, and the 
bathrooms were down the hall. 

“Tt’s already dark,” Eddie said. “Too 
late for me to look for a job, but I’ll have 
to get out bright and early in the morning. 
The money is going fast.” 

“Oh, poor Eddie,” I said. “We aren’t 
even married yet and already I seem such 
a burden to yeu.” I kissed him gently, 
thrilling to the tenderness of his mouth, 
comforted in the warmth of his arms, 
revelling in his love. 

Eddie pulled away first. ““Maybe—may- 
be we ought to get ready for bed. I mean, 
well—I’ve got to get up early in the morn- 
ing and go job hunting.” He looked 
around the scantily furnished room. “I 
can make a pallet on the floor,” he said 
hesitantly. “You—you take the bed.” 

He went to the bathroom down the hall 
to undress and I took off my clothes in 
the room, slowly putting on the new blue 
gown I had spent my last eight dollars for. 
I wondered if maybe it was a mistake for 
Eddie and me to share the same room. It 
would be so hard to have him there on 
the floor beside me, when all the time I 
wanted the warmth of him in bed beside 
me. 

Eddie came back then and all of a sud- 
den we realized we were both standing 
there looking at each other in our night 
clothes for the first time and we were em- 
barrassed. Then hesitantly, yet each know- 
ing what was in the other’s mind, we 
walked into each other’s arms. 


HE LOUD BANGING on the door was 

followed quickly by the sound of a key 
in the lock and suddenly there was the 
room clerk and a strange man and a police- 
man rushing into the room. 

I let out a little cry and Eddie stepped 
back, his mouth open, no sound coming 
out. 

“But they signed the register as Mr. and 
Mrs.,” the hotel clerk was protesting, “how 
can I tell who’s legit and who ain’t?” 

“That’s the excuse you all use,” the 
strange man said to him, then turning to 
us, he added: “All right lovers, let’s see 
your marriage license. This is a vice 
raid.” He flashed a detective’s badge. 

Eddie and I both started talking at once, 
trying to tell him who we were and how 
we intended to get married but had to 
wait and about how we weren’t going to 
sleep in the same bed and everything. 

“Oh, brother,” the detective said, “now 
I’ve heard everything. Okay, get your 
clothes on. We’re going to the station.” 

I burst into tears and Eddie tried to 
comfort me but the uniformed policeman 
made him go put his clothes on. The po- 
liceman stayed with us but the detective 
in charge took the room clerk off with him 
and pretty soon I heard a woman scream- 
ing down the hall and a man cursed. And 
after a few minutes, the place seemed to 
be swarming with people. 
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Photographed at the Nassau Straw 
Market, one of the tourist attrac- 
tions of the Bahamas. 


L you are like 


most couples, the years after 
forty-five can be as reward- 
ing as any in your lives. 
You’ve raised the children, 
seen them settled. Now you 
can look forward to enjoying 
many things you deferred 
while the family was growing 
up—to pleasant years made 
secure and independent by a 
lifetime of saving. How wise 
to protect that independence 
by investing part of your 
savings conservatively in 
safe, sure U. S. Savings 
Bonds! The return is good— 
314% at the bonds’ matur- 
ity. And you can increase 
your security so easily by 
buying more Series E Bonds 
regularly where you bank or 
automatically through the 
Payroll Savings Plan at work. 
Or, if you’d rather have your 
interest as current income, 
order Series H Bonds through 
your banker. The time to do 
it? Now. When financial in- 
dependence counts, count on 
U. S. Savings Bonds! 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. 
It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers Association, 
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We rode to the station house in a police 
wagon, one for the women and one for the 
men, and I cried all the way. The woman 
beside me was talking to herself: “That’s 
what I get for letting him take me to a 
crummy hotel like that.” she said. 

That night was the most horrible I could 
ever remember. There were all kinds of 
charges made, we were searched and put 
in cold, smelly cells and the ugliness of 
it all was almost more than I could bear. 

In the morning, because I had given my 
right age when I was booked that night, 
there was a woman police officer to take 
me over to the juvenile detention home. 
She asked me a lot of questions, and after 
I answered them all she said: 

“You know, I think you're telling the 
truth. Let me go see what I can do.” 

An hour and a half later we sat in the 
police captain’s office—Eddie, the police- 
man, the captain and I, and the whole 
mess was straightened out. 

“Well,” said the captain finally, “I hope 
this teaches you kids a lesson. You had 
no business running away from home like 
this. We’ll have to call your parents, young 
lady, to see how we’re going to get you 
back home.” 

“My mother doesn’t have a telephone,” 
I told him. 

“You can call my father.” Eddie said, 
“he'll tell Lucy’s mother. But—but sir, 
we still want to get married.” 

“Then you'll have to have your folks 
okay,” the captain said. 

Well, the telephone call was made and 
five hours later Mama and Eddie’s father 
were there and we were all huddled in 
the police station. I felt miserable, and 
Eddie kept telling me how sorry he was 
that he had gotten me into so much 
trouble. 

“Oh, Eddie, I don’t mind and it wasn’t 
your fault,” I told him. “What really hurts 
is knowing our folk will never let us get 
married.” 


6 


But when the captain asked Mama what 
about us, she put her arm around me and 
said, “Lucille. I’m sorry you’ve gotten into 
all this, but I know it’s really my faul 
more than it is yours. I realized how sel. 
fish I had been, not wanting you to have 
a life of your own. And I know, too, I was 
wrong talking to your father about it. He 
hadn’t been a real father to you, and he 
really doesn’t care what happens to you, 
There’s no reason to let him ruin you 
life like I’ve let him ruin mine.” 

“Oh. Mama.” I said, hugging her hard 
and seeing the tears in her eyes. “Does 
that mean we can get married?” I asked 
happily. 

“Tt’s all right with me,” Mama said, 
Then looking at Eddie she said proudly, 
“T think Eddie’s a fine boy.” 

“Well, he sure seems man enough to 
take matters into his own hands,” Eddie’s 
father said. “I guess there’s no point in 
trying to hold him back if he’s got that 
much get up and go. You kids get married 
and the wedding supper’s on me.” 

That was a long time ago. So long, in 
fact, that Eddie and I have two kids of 
our own. Just little ones. Eddie and I are 
giving them the best home we possibly can 
and all the love we’ve got. We don’t want 
them to grow up to be miserable and 
frustrated like we were. But we’re find- 
ing it isn’t easy being good parents, no 
matter how much we criticized our own. 
There are times when we wish we could 
go places and can’t because we have to 
stay home with the children, and _ there 
never seems to be enough money for all 
the things we need money for, even though 
Eddie turned out to be such a_ good 
mechanic that he ended up managing 
Stokley’s Garage. And, of course, I wish 
I had stayed in school long enough to 
graduate. 

But we’re happy, and our children are 
happy. and that’s all anybody can ask of 
life—happiness. 

THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


thrown by a group of Harlem glamour 
gals recently. Hibbler. one of the first 
guests to arrive, hid all the records except 
his own, which were played way into the 
night. In better voice than at the time of 
his recordings, he felt like entertaining so 
sang along with himself ‘til the wee small 
hours. 


Ethel Waters is giving the producers 
of The Sound And The Fury (the movie 
she’s making with Yul Brynner) a problem. 
Ethel, who has always carried around more 
than her share, has ballooned to a tremen- 
dous 330 pounds and wants to take off a 
hundred or so; but the bosses say no, until 
the picture is finished, 


Meanwhile, Pearlie Mae Bailey 
wants to do His Eye Is On The Sparrow, 
the film biography of Miss Waters, which 
has been held up while Ethel sticks to her 
guns that there'll be no film unless she’s in 
it. 


We asked Joe Adams, the city slicker 
who tries to lure lovely Lena Horne from 
her island in Jamaica, if he would join 
the cast if and when the play goes to Lon- 
don. Joe is from California and has never 
quite adjusted to New York weather. He 
swears he will never leave California’ 
sunny clime again . . . except for odd 
weeks and large sums of money here and 
there. Still don’t know if he'll go t 
London. 
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My Husband’s Other Wife 


(Continued from Page 25) 


rest. Besides, we'll have our Sundays. Any- 
way it’s just for a little while, and who 
am | to pass up an extra buck?” 

So he worked evenings and Saturdays 
extra, and we did have our Sundays. Only 
after awhile Hank was too tired to do 
anything on his day off. We even gave 
up our rides that the kids and I enjoyed. 
“| fight that traffic going to work every 
day, it’s too much to take on Sundays, 
two. I just want to relax,” Hank said. It 
wasn’t easy, but it was for the house, so 
I didn’t complain. 

Now, I didn’t know. A year wasted— 
all because of Louise. It wasn’t fair! I put 
the checks back where I found them. There 
was no use in starting a new argument 


with Hank. 


I" WAS a miserable summer. I was tired 
and listless, cross with the kids. Re- 
sentment of Louise kept building up in- 
side me. I tried not to show it, but words 
slipped out. Hank commented one night 
that I looked tired. “Sure I’m tired,” I 
snapped. “I’ve got plenty to do around 
here: I can’t just loll around doing noth- 
ing all day like some people I know.” His 
eyes showed that I had hit home. He knew 
who I meant. 

We went to the beach once. When I came 
out in my bathing suit Hank whistled, 
much to Chris’ amusement. I flushed. “This 
old suit! I’m ashamed to wear it. But then 
I don’t have twenty dollars for a new 
one.” 

“Twenty dollars! Is that what a bath- 
ing suit costs?” Hank asked incredulously. 

“Good ones do,” I replied. “This is just 
a cheap one, but all I could afford last 
year.” 

Hank’s face fell. “Honey, buy yourself 
anew suit, a good one. You deserve it,” 
he said. 

I was ashamed of myself. Slipping my 
arm around his waist I rubbed my head 
on his shoulder. “Hank, I didn’t mean it. 
I don’t even want a new suit. Why, I’d 
never begin to get my money’s worth out 
of it the few times I wear one.” 

Hank smiled as he hugged me. “You're 
a good kid,” he teased, “and I love you.” 

The next day when Hank came home 
from the plant he carried in a box from 
Walkers, and laid it in my lap. “This is 
for you,” he said happily. “Open it.” 

Hastily I tore off the lid—then gasped. 
Inside was a beautiful black sheath dress. 
“I wanted you to have something nice 
Molly, like you wanted,” Hank explained. 
“Do you like it?” 

“Of course,” I assured him. “It’s just 
beautiful.” As I hung the dress in the 
closet I shook my head in despair. The 


price tag said $22.50. So now I had some- 
thing nice. So what would I wear with it, 
my brown pumps, or my old white san- 
dals? Big deal! 

Fall came and I was more miserable 
than before. All the time I was brooding 
about Louise. It seemed that her name 
was constantly before me. Many nights 
I tossed and turned, muttering in my sleep, 
or so Hank said. He couldn’t kid me any- 
more, I was edgy, and ready to take of- 
fense at any remark. Money and Louise, 
my thoughts revolved around them. 

Then a letter came from mama asking 
if my sister Betty could come live with us 
while she took a course in a_ business 
school. Betty, eighteen, lived at home with 
the folk in a small town two hundred 
miles away. “Of course we can’t have 
her,” I commented after reading the let- 
ter to Hank. 

His eyebrows raised in surprise. “Why 
not?” he asked. 

I sighed. The reason was so obvious. 
“Because of the expense,” I explained. 
“It would cost to feed her, and she’d need 
bus fare or something. There would al- 
ways be something unexpected coming 
up.” 

“But she could help with the kids. You’d 
be able to go out once in a while with- 
out them.” 

“No,” I answered dully. “We can’t take 
on the responsibility. Five people is a big 
enough load for you.” 

“But Molly, there are only four of us,” 





Hank reminded me. “What’s the matter, 
can’t you count?” 

“Sure I can count. How about you? 
Have you forgotten Louise?” 

The half grin vanished from Hank’s 
face, and he pushed back his chair vio- 
lently. I glanced up in time to see his 
finger pointing at me, and his mouth half 
open. Then he clamped his lips together 
and stomped out of the room without a 
word. 

Writing to mama was a chore I didn’t 
relish, but I set about it right away, feel- 
ing like a heel with every word I wrote. 
It really was a darn shame, I told myself, 
that I couldn’t help my own sister. Betty 
was a sweet girl, and it would be so nice 
having her with me for awhile. But no, 
because of Louise, Betty would have to 
suffer. 


WE ALL got the virus that fall. On top 

of the medicine and doctor bills, 
Hank lost several days work when he had 
it. Then the car had to have a new set 
of tires, I broke my reading glasses, and 
the old washer gave up for good. When 
Hank’s grandmother died back in Ohio we 
chipped in with his brother and dad and 
paid Mother Jackson’s train fare so she 
could attend the funeral. It was pay, pay 
every time we turned around. 

When Hank tossed a letter on the table 
in front of me one morning my heart 
simply sank. It was a bill I knew. I could 
smell them a mile off. The familiar 
“Walker’s” in one corner sent a chill down 
my spine. “How much?” I asked, draw- 
ing my hand back. 

“Sixty dollars.” Hank’s voice was flat, 
noncommittal. I could never tell how he 
really felt about Louise’s bills. 

“Oh no!” I moaned. “Hank, we can’t 
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pay it. You'll just have to speak to Louise 
that’s all there is to it.” 

He shook his head. “No, I can’t—I 
can’t do that.” He walked away quickly. 

“Then I will,” I yelled after him. “Some- 
body has to. I’ll do it.” But he was gone 
and didn’t hear me. Somehow I was re- 
lieved. When I yelled, “Ill do it”, it 
really made me feel good. I decided I 
would go to Louise myself. I’d tell her that 
Hank was not going to pay any more 
of her bills, nor send her any money. I 
should have done it months ago. 

It was a nice neighborhood. The name 
on the mailbox said Mr. and Mrs. Wilson. 
Hope stirred within me. Maybe Louise 
had remarried after all—that would solve 
everything. There was a tinkle of door 
chimes when I pressed the button, and 
my heart pounded anxiously as I waited 
for the door to open. 

Although the woman who answered had 
her hand over one side of her face, I knew 
it was Louise. I had studied her picture 
often enough recently. “Louise Jackson?” 
I asked. 

She nodded, still half hiding her face. 
“The name on the mailbox—I wasn’t sure 
—I’m Molly. Hank’s wife.” 

I couldn’t see her expression, but she 
stared, then stepped back. “Oh! Well, 
come in. Mrs. Wilson is my sister. I live 
with her,” Louise explained as she mo- 
tioned me to a chair. “Did Hank send 
you?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously. 

I shook my head. “He doesn’t know I 
came. But somebody had to tell you that 
we can’t pay your bills anymore. I can’t 
see why you should expect Hank to. Why 
don’t you work and take care of your- 
self?” I demanded. 

Louise stiffened. Grim lines appeared 
around her mouth, her eyes shot fire. “Why 
don’t I work?” she repeated. “Here, take 
a good look at me.” She turned her right 
side to me. I gasped at the pitifully scarred 
face, then lowered my _ eyes, horror- 
stricken. “Does that explain it?” Her voice 
rose, became shrill. “Do you think I can 
go out in public like this?” 

I raised my eyes. “I’m sorry,” 
“T didn’t know.” 

“No,” the bitter voice went on, “I bet 
you didn’t know. Hank wasn’t about to tell 
you I suppose.” 

My eyes widened in surprise. “Hank? 
Why should he?” 

“Because he’s to blame for my face 
looking like this, that’s why! It’s all his 
fault! Why shouldn’t he pay? How do 
you suppose I feel cooped up here all day, 
living off my sister, taking her charity?” 
Louise was half crying, half screaming. 
“Do you suppose I like taking hand-outs 
from Hank? If it wasn’t for him, Walt 
and I would be married now and I wouldn’t 
have to ask anybody for anything!” She 
crumpled into a chair sobbing. 


I said. 


I didn’t know what to do, or what ty 
say. So I just left quietly. 

All during the long bus ride home 
Louise’s scarred face haunted me. Inyo}. 
untarily, I shuddered at the remembrance. 
Like putting on an old coat, depression 
settled over me, wrapping me in a {g. 
miliar feeling of hopelessness. We could 
never get away from Louise now. In some 
way Hank was responsible for her dis. 
figurement, and we’d have to take care of 
her forever. 


T WAS almost time to start supper when 

I picked the kids up at the baby sitter’: 
down the block, and when Hank came 
home I still hadn’t made a move towards 
the kitchen. I felt ninety years old as | 
slumped in a chair staring listlessly into 
space. 

“What’s up?” Hank asked in surprise 
as he came in the door. “You sick or some. 
thing?” 

I straightened. “I’ve been to see Louise, 
Why didn’t you tell me about her face?” 
I asked harshly. “I would have under. 
stood then why you’ve been sending her 
money.” 

Hank dropped into a chair. “Well, | 
guess I should have told you in the first 
place, but I kept hoping it would work 
out somehow. Then when you found out 
about the money you made me feel like 
such a heel.” 

“Hank, Louise said it’s your fault that 
her face is scarred. Tell me—please?” | 
pleaded. 

My husband sighed. I think he was re 
lieved to finally tell me the story after all 
the months of having to think about it 
alone. “It was a couple of days before 
Judy was born,” he began, “when I got 
a notice that I was being sued for an un 
paid bill. It was from the furniture store 
where I bought some stuff when Louise 
and I were married. There was still some 
owed and after the divorce I sent her the 
money to pay for it. So here it was al 
most four years later and they were after 
me. Well I was plenty sore naturally. | 
hated to tell you. The baby was due any 
day, and you were feeling miserable.” 

I nodded as I remembered how con 
siderate Hank always was when I didn 
feel well. 

“So while you were in the hospital ! 
picked her up one night at the place where 
she worked, and drove her home. I asked 
her about the bill, and she admitted put 
ting more on the bill instead of closing 
out the account. She made payments for 
awhile, then skipped some, and monkeyed 
around until they were after her. Louis 
was always a great hand to miss paying 
bills if she could get by with it,” Hank 
explained bitterly. 

“Well, I cracked off at her and she gt 
hot. Right away we were really beefing 
at each other. Just like old times.” Hanh 
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shook his head in disgust. “So you know 
how I am when I get mad. I started driving 
like crazy—slamming on the brakes, jerk- 
ing the car, turning corners on two wheels 

-the works. All the time both of us were 
barking at each other like two stray bull 
dogs. Then it happened. On one of my 
wild turns the car door flew open, and 
Louise fell out.” Hank’s voice broke. He 
buried his face in his hands. 

My heart was full of pity for him. “Is 
that how her face... ?” I asked softly. 

Hank nodded as he looked up. “Yeah. 
Some of it was pavement burns, and then 
some rock particles got imbedded under 
her skin. I only saw her once right after 
that. Is it pretty bad?” 

“Yes, it’s pretty bad. She won’t go out, 
and her hands keep flying to her face to 
hide it.” 

“Well,” Hank continued, “she couldn’t 
work. Her married sister took her in so 
she has a place to live, and I send her 
money for the things she needs. I guess 
orders from Walkers by phone. 
Clothes is the only interest she ever had, 
and I hate to begrudge her that.” 

I remembered Louise had mentioned a 
man named Walt. Hank said she had told 
him that she was engaged to be married. 
After the accident she and Walt broke 
up Hank had heard. “But Hank, it really 
wasn’t your fault. It was an accident. 
Can’t you see? Things like that happen 
all the time. I feel sorry for.Louise sure,” 
I explained, “but it’s partly her fault. She 
shouldn’t have fought with you. After all 
she should know that you get mad and 
blow up.” 

“Sure, but it’s still my fault, accidents 
don’t just happen for no reason. It’s be- 


she 


cause someone was careless.” 

“But it wasn’t entirely your fault,” I 
protested, “and we certainly can’t go on 
for the rest of our lives shelling out for 
Louise. Let someone else do it, her sister 
or someone.” 

A look of disgust swept across Hank’s 
face. “You’re just like a lot of people in 
this world, Molly. With your kind it’s 
always ‘Let George do it’. Pass the buck, 
dodge your responsibility. Well, I’m not 
like that, and I’m disappointed in you. 
How would you feel if it was your face? 
You’d be as bitter and mean as Louise 
probably.” 

“That's beside the point,” I cried. “The 
point is that we can’t afford to give Louise 
money. Why, today I paid two dollars for 
a baby sitter, and I shouldn’t have even 
done that.” 

Hank leaped to his feet, his face like a 
thundercloud. “That’s another thing, with 
you lately everything is money, money. 
Like there was nothing else in the whole 
world as important as money. You squeeze 
dime like an old miser.” 

\ly mouth flew open in shock. This was 
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every 


too much! For months now I'd scrimped 
and pieced trying to make ends meet, and 
my own husband had the nerve to accuse 
me of being miserly! “I have to squeeze 
every dime,” I yelled. “How else will we 
get by?” 

Hank snorted. “Don’t worry, we’ll make 
it. I make a good living wage at the plant, 
and what I make at the station takes care 
of Louise. It’s just that you are so money 
conscious that there’s never enough to suit 
you. Our bills get paid, don’t they? In 
fact we were doing all right until you 
found out about the money for Louise— 
then you started to pinch and fuss.” 

“But our savings—and the house?” 

“So what? Don’t you have any faith in 
me? We have everything we really need 
right now. When the right time comes 
we'll have our house. But not at the ex- 
pense of someone else. But I 
wouldn’t know about that. All you know 
about is money. And I thought Louise was 
a nagger!” 

“T’ve got my reasons.” my lips trembled 
with self-pity. 

“Maybe so,” Hank agreed, as he started 
for the door, “but all I know is that I’ve 
had it. This marriage is blowing up higher 
than a kite!” He stormed out the door. 

So now that our marriage was falling 
apart I was to blame for that! How like a 
man to throw all the blame on a woman, 
I thought bitterly. All my struggling had 
been just so much wasted effort. Well, 
there didn’t seem to be much point in go- 
ing on, in trying. If Hank was disap- 
pointed in me as he said, how did he 
think I felt about him? He wouldn’t make 
any effort to get away from Louise and her 
demands. He was willing to hold down two 
jobs, work his fingers to the bone just 
because his conscience told him he owed 
it to her. Well, if he was fed up with 
my nagging, I was fed up with his stub- 
born pride! 

Although I pretended to be asleep when 
Hank came home from the station, I was 
wide awake, and still seething. I lay real 
still when he whispered, “Molly?” and 
didn’t answer. He grunted. then slid into 
bed quietly. Soon his hand reached over 
and touched me. I jerked away, and turned 
my back. Hank flopped over angrily and 
pulled the covers up around his ears. 

Hank and I weren’t speaking the next 
morning, and for the first time, he left for 


guess you 


work without kissing me goodbye. This 
was the end all right. My mind was made 
up—I was taking the children and leaving 
Hank. I was through sacrificing for Louise. 
If Hank felt he owed her some help, that 
was well and good, but I was calling it 
quits. I’'d get a job, and with what Hank 
could pay towards the support of the 
children we’d get by. Not very good may- 
be, but at least I wouldn’t have less be- 
cause of Louise. 


It was mid-morning before I saw yes 
terday’s mail laying on the coffee table 
There was a letter from Mama, and as] 
opened it a wave of homesickness swep 
over me. How I needed Mama now! Need. 
ed her love and strength, which had neve 
failed me. 

“Betty left yesterday for the city,” she 
wrote, “and when she finds a place to stay 
you will hear from her. She was de. 
termined to go to business school, and she 
hopes to find a private home where sh 
can work for her room and board. Betty 
feels sure she can take care of herself 
and I believe she can. She reminds me 
so much of you Molly. When she sets her 
mind to what she believes is right she sees 
it through. Like the time you and Dottie 
Miller borrowed her cousin’s car, remem. 


ber? Dottie wrecked it and you insisted on 7 


helping her pay for jt, because you were 
riding in the car at the time. The job ypu 
took in the cannery was hard, but you 
stuck with it until your half was paid.” 

I laid the letter down, lost in reminis 
cing. How well I remembered the nights 
I had dragged myself wearily home after 
a day at the cannery. Many times I wa 
on the point of quitting, but something 
made me hold on, and when my share of 
the repair bill was paid, Mama’s “I’n 
mighty proud of you, Molly,” made me 
glad I had. 

Why, that must be the way Hank feels 
about Louise, I thought now. He can’t help 
himself. It’s just something inside that 
drives him, that makes him fight for what 
he believes is right. Maybe he is right! 
Everyone had said that I didn’t have to 
help Dottie pay for the car. Even Dottie 
had said it wasn’t my responsibility—but 
I did what I believed was right. 

The ringing of the telephone interrupted 
my thoughts. “Hello, Mrs. Jackson? 
Molly? This is Louise.” She sounded 
nervous. 

“Yes, Louise. What is it?” For some 
reason I was glad to hear her voice. 

“Well, I’ve been thinking—since you 
were here yesterday—” her voice trailed 
off. 

“Yes,” I urged encouragingly, wonder 
ing why she called. 

“Well, I realize that I shouldn’t e& 
pect—what I mean is, I know Hank cant 
afford to give me any money. He’s got 4 
family to support and all.” 

“It is hard to get along,” I agreed, “but 
I understand now that Hank should help 
you. It’s just that we can’t save...” 

“TI know how that is,” Louise inter 
rupted, “I’ve been trying to put a few 
dollars aside so that I could have my fact 
fixed, but—.” 

My heart leaped in excitement. “Louise,” 
I cried, “do you mean your face can bt 
made to look all right?” 
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“That’s what I’ve been told,” she re- 
plied. “Of course I’d need skin grafting, 
and plastic surgery, and that’s very ex- 
pensive. I don’t know when I'll ever be 
able to have that done.” 

“Well, we'll see about that!” 
most shouting in my excitement. 
you go to your doctor and get all the in- 
formation about price, 
Will you do that?” 

My excitement must have 
tagious, because I could detect the note of 
hope in Louise’s voice as she answered. 
“Yes, I will. Do you really think we could 
manage?” 

“T sure do,” I assured her. “Right now 
I haven’t figured it all out, but I will, you 
can count on that.” My jaw was set with 
determination as I told her goodbye. 

By the time Hank came home from work 
I had it all straightened out in my mind 
how we could manage the finances. I don’t 
know what my husband expected to find 
when he entered the house. but he sure 
looked surprised when I threw myself into 
his arms jabbering excitedly. 
he caught his breath he drew me close, 
hushing my chatter with his kisses. I 
sighed ecstatically—later there would be 
time for explanations. 

We hashed it all out and made our plans. 
Once a decision had been 
definite goal set, our minds were at ease. 
Our marriage was in no danger now. Once 
again, my husband and I were as one. 

I got a job on the swing shift at the 
aircraft plant, and my sister Betty came 
to live with us. She went to school day- 
times, and took care of Judy and Chris 
nights. Hank kept both of his jobs, of 
course. We didn’t see each other much, 
only weekends, but we felt we were doing 
the right thing, and some sacrifices would 
have to be made. 

I won’t pretend it was easy or fun. 
Plenty of times, in our weariness, Hank 


I was al- 
“Listen, 


and _ everything. 


been con- 


As soon as 


reached, a 


and I found ourselves snapping at each 
other, quarreling. We had very little time 
to devote to the children, but at least they 
were well cared for. Betty saw to that. “It 
is only temporary,” I kept reminding my- 
self when I thought I couldn’t take any- 
more. “Just grit your teeth and hold on. 
Louise’s face will soon be as pretty as 
ever.” 

The day the bandages came off, Louise 
phoned us. I didn’t recognize her voice 
for the happiness in it. The operation was 
acomplete success, although she does have 
to wear a special makeup. Soon she had 
a good job as a receptionist in a large 
office. Our responsibility to Louise was 
ended. We are content now in the knowl- 
edge that we did what we had to do, and 
we can face each other with a clear con- 
science, and a light heart. 


THE END 
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So Beautiful, So Bad 


(Continued from Page 33) 


all the other women I knew would be for- 
gotten. 

“What’ll you have?” Wanda asked with 
that smile of hers when I slid onto a stood 
at the counter. 

I said, “You!” 

She didn’t get angry or flustered. She 
just said, “Sorry, handsome, but I’m not 
on the menu.” 

“But that’s what I want,” I said. 

She tilted her head to one side and I 
could tell she was interested. “Do you al- 
ways get what you want?” she asked. 

I nodded. “Usually. But I only get the 
best and I don’t mind waiting.” 

We looked at each other for a long time. 
Then she said, “I see what you mean. But 
you may have a long wait. How about a 
cup of coffee in the meantime?” 

I didn’t have long to wait, as it turned 
out. I dated Wanda the next week and 
soon after that we were going steady. 
Things were fine for several months. Then 
I discovered that Wanda wasn’t about to 
settle for any one boy friend. I began to 
get suspicious when I found her out a few 
times when I telephoned. But each time 
she’d come up with some phony excuse 
that would make me mad until she turned 
on that special smile of hers. Then every- 
thing would be all right. 

I guess things would have: gone on that 
way if I hadn’t been so anxious to see her 
one day and turned up unexpectedly. It 
was Wanda’s day off, but I’d been sched- 
uled to put in a few extra hours during 
the day in addition to my regular night 
shift. But instead of checking in that 
morning I phoned the dispatcher and re- 
ported sick. Later, I decided to surprise 
Wanda. 

But the surprise was all for me and I 
didn’t appreciate it. Wanda was coming 
down the steps just as I pulled up at the 
curb. I saw her long, full-fleshed legs first, 
then the rest of her. She was wearing one 
of those summery dresses that bring out 
the best in a woman, and Wanda had the 
best of everything. But coming out of the 
building right behind her was a guy named 
Ron Taylor, who always dressed like he 
was on his way to a party no matter what 
time of day or night it was. Right then 
he made me feel like I was dressed in 
overalls. 

Wanda played it real cool. “Why, 
Sonny,” she cooed, “I thought you were 
working this afternoon.” Then, before I 
could answer she put her hand on Ron’s 
arm and said, “You know Ron, don’t 
you?” 

“Yeah, sure.” I glared at him. 

He gave me a deadpan stare. “What’s 
happening, man?” 

“That’s what I want to know,” I 
snapped. There’d never been any love lost 
between Ron and me ever since I 
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“bumped” him off an easy run. I’d been 
with the company longer so I had first 
choice on the best routes. Wanda moved 
down a step, coming between us. 

“IT made other plans, Sonny,” she told 
me. “I thought you’d be working so I 
agreed to go to the ball game with Ron.” 

I grabbed her arm as she passed me. 
“T’ve got some talk for you.” 

“Then see me tomorrow night at the 
diner,” she said. She took Ron’s arm and 
walked away. My first thought was to go 
after her and have it out right then and 
there. But by the time the sick feeling 
inside me turned into a hot lump of anger 
burning in the pit of my stomach, they 
were halfway down the block. 

Actually, I was more angry at Wanda 
than I was with Ron. She had no business 
dating another guy. It wasn’t that I was 
afraid of competition. I just felt that 
Wanda could have at least looked like she 
was sorry. And why did she have to pick 
Ron Taylor of all people? With his big 
mouth, the story would be all over the 
garage in no time. I could just picture 
the guys laughing at the way Ron had cut 
me out. 


THAT NIGHT I had such a scowl on my 

face that some of my regular passengers 
suggested it was time for me to take my 
vacation. I couldn’t keep my mind on my 
work. Before I saw Wanda again I'd 
wrinkled some guy’s fender and had a run- 
in with Harvey, the dispatcher. I was sure 
in bad shape because Harvey was a swell 
guy and there was no excuse for the ac- 
cident. 

When I went over for lunch the next 
night I waited outside the diner until there 
weren’t many customers inside. I intend- 
ed to give Wanda an earful and [ wasn’t 
anxious to have an audience. She saw me 
when I came in but she fiddled around at 
the other end of the counter, deliberately 
making me wait. Finally, she ambled to- 
wards me. “Hi, Sonny,” she greeted me. 
“What’ll it be?” 

“Some conversation, baby,” I grated. 
“And it better be good!” 

She pulled the innocent act, but I 
wasn’t about to play games. “Oh, you 
mean about Ron,” she said. “Well. as long 
as I don’t pry into your other dates [ 
don’t see why we should discuss mine.” 

I gripped the counter and struggled with 
my temper. Seeing her so close to me, 
within arm’s reach, and thinking of her in 
some other guy’s arms almost drove me 
wild. “I haven’t looked at another woman 
since I met you, Wanda, and you know 
it,” I said evenly. 

“Whose fault is that?” she said airily. 
“Look, Sonny, we’ve got no strings on each 
other.” 

I changed my approach. “What’s wrong, 


honey? Are you trying to get even with me 
for something?” My voice was pleading 
“What’s with you and Ron?” 

She shrugged. “I like him. We haye 
fun together.” 

“So are you going to step out with every 
guy you can have fun with?” I demanded, 

Wanda gave me that teasing smile 
“Why not?” 

“You won't, if I have anything to say 
about it!” 

“Too bad you don’t have a thing to say 
about it, Sonny. Not a thing!” She swung 
around and sauntered to the other end of 
the counter. I was so mad I couldn’t see 
straight. When I got back to my bus | 
smoked a cigarette to calm my nerves. By 
the time I was ready to pull out, I had 
done a lot of thinking. 

One thing I knew for sure. Wanda was 
the type of woman who enjoys seeing a 
man crawl. I wouldn’t give her the satis. 
faction of begging her to stop seeing Ron 
and having her laugh in my face. No, I'd 
have to fight fire with fire, as they say. If 
Wanda thought I was interested in an. 
other woman she’d change her tune. 

When I said as much to my pal, Frank, 
he just laughed. 

“Why go to all that trouble?” he asked. 
“Tf you find another chick you can forget 
all about Wanda. In fact, you better for. 
get her whether you find someone else or 
not.” 

I just looked at him. “No kidding.” he 
went on. “A man can get himself all 
fouled up trying to match wits with a chick 
like Wanda. She’s a real man killer.” 

We were having beers at a neighborhood 
bar and I ordered another round. “I'l 
tell you one thing,” I said confidently. 
“She’s not going to make a fool of yours 
truly!” 

I kept drinking after Frank left, hoping 
that the jealousy burning inside me would 
burn itself out, but no luck. Maybe I'd 
have better luck with liquor, I told my: 
self. Maybe I could drown that littl 
green-eyed imp that was having himself a 
ball all around my heart strings. 


JT DON’T KNOW how long TI sat there, 

first feeling sorry for myself, then be 
ing so mad at Wanda I could chew nails 
I had quite a glow on when she walked in. 
At first, I didn’t see her because I was con 
centrating on my drinking. But then | 
heard someone ask the bartender about 
Frank. 

“No, Doris, I don’t know where he i: 
now,” the bartender said. “But he was 
here just a few minutes ago.” 

“Oh, dear! I guess I missed him.” 

I lifted my head to see if the rest 0 
Doris matched her voice. It did. She was 
a little thing, slim and girlish looking. | 
guess it was the way she wore her lons 
hair down against her shoulders that made 
her seem younger than she was. Her face, 
sort of heart-shaped and wide-eyed, looked 
familiar but I couldn’t remember havin} 
seen her before. 
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How well we keep the world’s peace depends 
first on how well we keep the world’s people. 


If great injustices, if inequalities in health, 
food or education exist anywhere...we all face 
a constant threat to peace. 


Now 19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
and international organizations work around 
the world to eliminate these inequalities, to 
diminish these basic causes of wars. 


Their activities... plus the more publicized po- 


litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 





WE BELIEVE 
UNITED STATES COMMITTEE FOR THE UNITED NATIONS, BOX 1958, WASHINGTON 13, D.C. 
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“Old Frank must be robbing the cradle 
these days,” I said. 

“Tf that’s a compliment, thanks,” she 
said with a smile. 

She stood there, undecided, so I sug- 
gested she join me in a drink and wait for 
Frank. Well, one thing led to another and 
we sat there for a long time, drinking and 
talking. That is, Doris was talking; I was 
doing all the drinking. 

She had plenty of class. You could tell 
that by the way she talked and the way she 
carried herself. She didn’t try to be cute 
or act real hep. She was intelligent, too. 
Brains and good looks—that was a com- 
bination that could beat Wanda and her 
free-wheeling curves. All of a sudden I 
knew that here was the girl who could 
help me give Wanda a dose of her own 
medicine. 

The idea struck me as being so good that 
I couldn’t wait to have Wanda see me with 
Doris. Glancing at my watch I saw it was 
almost time for Wanda to come on duty 
at the diner, so I said to Doris, “Look, 
baby, I know where we can find Frank. 
Come on, I'll take you there.” 

She insisted it was nothing important 
and at first she said she wouldn’t go. I got 
her to change her mind, though, and a 
short time later we were on our way. I was 
in no condition to report for work and 
right then it made me no never mind. But 
I handled my car okay, although several 
times I got the impression that Doris 
thought walking would be safer. 

When we got to the Cameo, I breezed 
into the diner with Doris on my arm. 
Wanda was there and I made sure she got 
an eyeful. A couple of drivers were at the 
counter and I greeted them loudly. I 
knew Frank was off duty and was nowhere 
around, but I asked about him as if I 
didn’t know. 

“Sorry, Doris, but I guess we’ll have to 
look somewhere else for him,” I said. 
“But since we’re here, how about a cup 
of coffee?” 

She nodded. “You can use some coffee, 
Sonny,” she said. 

I laughed. “You’re a great little kidder, 
aren’t you?” 

“T wish I knew who you were trying to 
kid,” she said quietly. “Me or yourself.” 

I told her I didn’t know what she meant 
and she said, “We didn’t come here look- 
ing for Frank. There’s some other rea- 
son, Sonny. Is it her?” She looked at 
Wanda, who came up then to take our 
order. 

I couldn’t admit she was right, not even 
to myself. I said hello to Wanda and gave 
her the order. Then I concentrated on 
convincing Doris that I was interested only 
in her. She ate it up but Wanda paid no 
more attention to us than any of the other 
I realized then that making 
her jealous would be more than a one- 
night job and that meant seeing Doris 
again. 

“By the way,” I said as I drove Doris 
home, “I don’t like to do this to a pal but 
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I’m going to cut in on Frank’s territory. 
Have you known him long?” 

Doris said, “Frank’s my cousin, so it’s 
perfectly all right to see me again. That 
is, if you want to.” 

It was so easy I felt guilty. But I was 
so intent on teaching Wanda a lesson I 
went right ahead and arranged a date with 
her. If anybody got hurt in the deal, it 
wouldn’t be me. 

I took Doris to a ball game and I admit 
that Wanda’s date with Ron gave me the 
idea. It turned out to be fun. When I 
took Doris home, she turned to me with a 
big smile on her face. “I had a wonderful 
time, Sonny,” she told me. Then, standing 
on tiptoe, she gave me a quick kiss and 
said goodbye. 

As I wheeled my big bus along the bou- 
levard that night I couldn’t understand 
why I was feeling so good. All we’d done 
was go to a ball game, eating hot dogs 
and peanuts and holding hands like a 
couple of kids. But there I was feeling 
happier inside than I had in a month of 
Sundays. And that goodbye kiss—I’d had 
plenty of kisses that had promised every- 
thing in the book, but that caressing touch 
of Doris’ lips said more than all the others 
put together. 


S THE WEEKS wore on, I saw more 

and more of Doris and each time was 
like the first time. When I was with her I 
forgot the reason I was dating her and 
only after leaving her would I remember 
the plan I’d dreamed up. 

Then complications set in. Frank came 
up to me one day and said, “I hear you 
and Doris have a thing going.” 

“Sure, I’ve taken her out a few times,’ 
I admitted. “I think she’s a swell kid.” 

“She is,” Frank said grimly, “that’s why 
I don’t want to see her get a bum deal.” 

I got angry at that. “Look, what kind of 
heel do you think I am?” 

“The kind who is still bugged by Wan- 
da,” he said evenly. “And I’ve got a hunch 
you’re using Doris to spite Wanda.” 

“That shows how much you know,” I 
snapped. “It’s all over between Wanda 
and me. But if it'll make you feel any 
better, I'll stay away from your cousin. 
To tell the truth, I think she’s beginning 
to hear wedding bells, and I’m not about 
to dance to that tune!” 

When I said it, I meant it. Doris had 
invited me to her place for dinner and I 
decided that was the time to call it quits. 
It was the first time I’d ever been to her 
apartment so I brought along a bottle of 
wine and a bunch of flowers. The way 
Doris carried on over the flowers you’d 
have thought they were made of gold. 

“Oh, Sonny, they’re lovely!” she said 
excitedly. “Now, you hold them until I 
find something to put them in.” 

I stood there smelling them and feeling 
sort of silly and at the same time pleased 
at the way Doris was making a big fuss. 
She arranged the flowers on the table, then 
gave me a hug. “That’s just the right 


> 


touch for our meal,” she said. 

She moved away from me before | {4 
the full effect of that brief embrace by| 
remember being amazed at how soft ay 
full her slim figure was. Maybe she looky 
like a girl but being close to her was }i, 
getting a high voltage electric shock, }j 
grabbed a sandwich on the way over 


cause I had no idea that Doris had plannyf 


such a big meal. But the swell spaghey 
dinner she served was so delicious I reall 
packed it away. 


Afterwards, we sat in the living rom ) 


talking. Doris relaxed on the sofa, he 
legs drawn up under her, looking yp 
appealing. I tried to think of a way to td 
her this would be the last time I’d be sm 
ing her, but couldn’t find the right ope, 
ing. The sight of her lounging so cop 
fortably made it hard to concentrate, He 
head was thrown back and her moist, re 


lips were slightly parted as she gazed ,) 


me under her long lashes. If ever a git 
was asking to be kissed— 

I got up and went over to her, still ty. 
ing to think of a way to tell her. But} 
was no use. All I could think of was tk 
way her frilly blouse rose and fell with he 


rapid breathing and all I could remembe! 


was that quick hug she’d given me earlie 
in the evening. So I bent down and put my 
lips against hers. Her arms came w 
around my neck, pulling me down 
side her. 

“It took you long enough!” she whispe. 
ed fiercely into my ear. “I was beginniy 
to think you were still carrying the tord 
for someone else.” 

But Wanda was no longer on my mini, 
I was kissing Doris now, feeling her lip 
soft and firm and sweet against mine ani 
feeling her tremble at the touch of m 
hands. Then, seeing her eyes, all soft ani 
misty, and the way her lips begged fw 
more, it hit me with a thud. Doris hai 
fallen for me. 

I wanted to get right out of there, | 
needed time to think, maybe change m 
plan so this sweet kid wouldn’t get hut 
when the deal went down. I hadn’t coun 





ed on things turning out like that. The 
I heard her whisper my name and it wa 
too late to turn back. This time when! 
took her in my arms my kisses were jut 
as eager as hers, and when they gref 
more demanding neither of us had tk 
strength to resist ... 

I wish I could say that when Doris gar 
me her love it drove all thoughts of Want 
out of my mind. But that isn’t so. Sure! 
felt sorry I had let things go so far wit 
Doris and I blamed myself. But that dida! 
prevent me from running back to Wanéi 
the first time she crooked her little finge: 

I was sitting in the diner trying to & 
cide whether to write Doris a long lettt 
begging her forgiveness or to be a mil 
and tell her in person. Wanda came ort! 
and just as if nothing had ever come 
tween us, told me to pick her up after wot 
that night. Fool that I was, I did it am 
we were right back where we started. Re 
was forgotten and so was Doris. 
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Teen-Age Cheat 


(Continued from Page 21) 


buy one of these cheap dresses today. Pll 
just put these others back on the rack 
where I got them.” 

Of course she did not know I was put- 
ting back one less than I’d taken down. I 
strolled leisurely out of that department, 
my heart pounding so wildly I was afraid 
a store detective would hear it. I held my 
breath as I neared the door to the street. 
I knew that most detectives wait until you 
get outside so you can’t claim you forgot 
to pay the clerk for the stolen goods. 

But no one grabbed me when I stepped 
out to the sidewalk. Still, I was a block 
away from the store before I dared to 
breathe again. I hurried to the subway 
station where Theresa was waiting for me. 
We caught a train for Brooklyn. It was 
crowded so we couldn’t sit together. From 
the expression on Theresa’s face I could 
tell that I had done something wrong, but 
thinking back, I couldn’t figure out what 
it was. 

She didn’t tell me until we got to her 
house and locked the door behind us. 
“Okay, let’s have it,” I said, struggling 
out of my full skirt. “What did I do wrong 
this time?” 

“A hell of a booster you make!” she ex- 
ploded. “We might as well have stayed 
home today!” 

I couldn’t understand why she was 
angry. I pulled the dress I’d stolen out of 
my “boosting pants’”—oversized rayon 
bloomers with tight elastic around the legs. 
I said, “Not bad, huh? It’s perfect to 
wear to the dance with Toby this Satur- 
day.” 

“And that’s all it’s good for!” Theresa 
snapped. “Dances, dates, boyfriends— 
that’s all you ever think about, Winnie! 
Sometimes I wonder why I teamed up with 
you in the first place.” 

She really lashed into me. She told me 
| should have taken the expensive dress 
because we could get cash for it from a 
man she knew who handled hot merchan- 
The cheap dress I’d taken wasn’t 
worth the risk of getting caught, Theresa 
said. 

“But I only went into this thing so I 
could have pretty clothes,” I reminded her. 

“Then you’d better take your things and 
go,” she said flatly. “I need a girl whose 
mind is on her work.” 

I went over to the closet and opened 
the door. Hanging there were dresses of 
every kind, suits, coats and skirts, and 
lined up on the floor were a dozen pairs 
of shoes. It was a wardrobe any girl 
would have done almost anything to have. 
[ had done the worst thing in the world 
to get it—I had stolen every piece. 

I wasn’t brought up as a thief, and I 
didn’t steal because I was starving or to 
keep a roof over my family. My reasons 
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were more complicated and it is hard to 
put them down in black and white. But 
when all’s said and done, the fact remains 
that I was a criminal and a sinner—and 
barely sixteen years old. 

I want to tell it the way it happened so 
you'll see just how and where I went 
wrong... 


Y EARLIEST recollection is of hav- 

ing something I wanted very badly 
taken away from me. I don’t even remem- 
ber my father and I suppose I always had 
the feeling that he was taken away from 
Mom and me just to make us unhappy, 
even though lots of other soldiers never 
came back from the war. We didn’t have 
much to begin with and losing my father 
seemed so unfair and unnecessary. For 
the rest of my life I had the feeling of 
being cheated. 

As I grew up, various incidents strength- 
ened this feeling. Mom had to work so 
she got the daughter of one of the neigh- 
bors to care for me during the day. Her 
name was Ivy and she could lie as 
fast as she could talk. One day a man in 
the grocery store gave me a quarter be- 
cause I was such a cute baby, he said. 
The minute we got outside, Ivy took the 
quarter away from me and spent it on her- 
self. 

When Mom came home that evening I 
was in tears. I told her what had hap- 
pened and she went over and demanded 
that Ivy give me back my money. Well, 
that girl lied so convincingly she almost 
had me believing it never happened. My 
mother wasn’t fooled but there was noth- 
ing she could do about it. Someone had to 
look after me while she was away and Ivy 
was the only person she could get. 

In school one time we were going to 
have a class play and I wanted the lead- 
ing role. The costume was a_ beautiful 
gown that had been made by the sewing 
class and I wanted to wear it in the worst 
way. At night I dreamed of acting out the 
part up on the stage of the assembly hall 
and of having everyone say how beautiful 
I was. 

I had so few pretty things to wear that 
having a chance to play a make-believe 
princess in a play was like having Christ- 
mas and New Year’s rolled into one. I 
guess I wanted to be in that play about as 
much as I ever wanted anything. But then 
a girl who was teacher’s pet decided she 
wanted to be the “star” and the part was 
taken away from me. To a lonely twelve- 
year-old who’d just had the thing she 
wanted most snatched away from her, the 
teacher’s excuses about poor attendance 
and low marks didn’t mean much. All I 
knew was that once again I’d gotten the 
short end of the deal. 


There are so many “ifs” in my life 
my father had come back from the War: 
if Mom hadn’t had to work so hard; if] 
could have had just a few nice things 
brighten up my drab existence. And if] 
hadn’t gotten from somewhere the ide 
that I could even the score by taking thing 
from other people—everything might hay 
turned out so differently. 

As it was, the notion grew in my minj 
that since I didn’t have the things I wante 
the next best thing was to get them hy 
hook or crook. This was against every: 
thing my mother taught me about righ 
and wrong, but as I looked around me j 
seemed that only the good people of the 
world got it in the neck. The girl wh 
took my quarter never got punished fo 
it, and neither did any of the people why 
lied and cheated and took advantage of 
others, as far as I could see. 

Mom had to work hard and she didn’ 
make a lot of money, so the place yw 
lived wasn’t much more than a dump, 
When a new housing project was put w 
near us everybody in the neighborhood 
wanted to get in. Mom filed an applica. 
tion before they even broke the ground for 
the new apartments but we never did ge 
in there. Yet, there were families that lie 
on the applications and pulled all kinds of 
tricks and were accepted right away. 

I never did find out exactly what held w 
our approval but I tried to get Mom to & 
like everybody else so we could get a de 
cent place to live. “I know how th 
Joneses and the Deans got their apar: 
ments,” Mom would say wearily, “and | 
guess we could get one too if I lied ty 
those folk down at the project. But | 
can’t do it, Winnie. Remember, cheater 
never prosper.” 

After all the apartments were filled ani 
Mom kept saying the same thing, I said an 
grily, “Maybe cheaters don’t prosper, but 
they sure are doing better than we are! 
Once, just once, I'd like to get somethin: 
that isn’t bargain basement or second 
hand! Id do anything in the world to hav 
something brand new, all my own!” 

Mom was scandalized. “Don’t talk like 
that, child! I’ve tried to rear you right 
and I won’t have it, you hear? All m 
life I’ve never done anything to lb 
ashamed of and that’s the way I want yo 
to be.” 


But what Mom wanted and _ what | 

wanted were two different things. No 
that I deliberately set out to go contrat 
to all she taught me. It just happened that 
way. A boy was the cause of it all, a bo 
named Sylvester. He was a nice looking 
fellow and a terrific dancer and the wa 
the girls chased after him it was only nat 
ural that he got to be a little stuck # 
himself. 

That didn’t stop me from falling in lor 
with Sylvester. At least, that’s what | 
called my crush on him. It wasn’t his 
fault that the dizzy girls made such a fus 
over him. And I really didn’t blame his 
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for not paying any special attention to me. 
I was just another girl in his class and not 
as pretty and certainly not as popular and 
well-dressed as other girls at school. 


I don’t know what gave me the idea that 
I could win Sylvester away from the girl 
he was dating. Maybe it was because of 
his friendliness which my imagination 
easily transformed into a special interest; 
maybe it was because of a genuine liking 
for me that he had. Sylvester had walked 
home with me a few times and on one of 
these occasions said that he liked me. 


Sure, I know now that fellows like Syl- 
vester hand all the girls a line. They'll 
tell you in a minute that the girls want 
them to, and they’re probably right about 
that. But at that time I wanted to believe 
that Sylvester meant every word he said. 
My main problem was how to show him 
that I liked him too. I had to do some- 
thing that would make him think of me 
even when he was with another girl. 


The answer came to me one afternoon 
in the dime store. As usual, I was window 
shopping at the jewelry counter, gazing 
at the sparkling trinkets and wishing they 
were mine. My eyes fell on a display of 
link bracelets. They had initials on them 
and there were two styles, for men and for 
women. They had an “M” for Minnie and 
also an “S” for Sylvester. The moment 
I saw them I knew I had to have them. 


I glanced around furtively. The sales- 
girl was at the other end of the counter. 
There were two or three customers nearby, 
but they weren’t paying any attention to 
me. Slowly, I reached out for the brace- 
lets, my heart pounding like a bongo. Then 
I snatched up the bracelets and slipped 
them into my pocket. I hurried away from 
the counter and out the door. 


As I started down the street I thought I 
heard footsteps following me and any 
moment I expected the heavy hand of the 
manager or a policeman to clamp down 
on my shoulder. But nothing happened. 
Only the tap-tap of heels behind me. I 
walked faster and the person behind kept 
up with me. Just as I made up my mind 
to turn around and see who it was, the 
person behind me grabbed me by the arm 
and steered me into a doorway. My cap- 
tor was a stern-faced young woman I im- 
mediately assumed was a lady cop. I was 
so scared that when she said, “Okay, kid, 
let’s see what you took back there,” all I 
could do was silently reach into my pocket 
and pull out the stolen bracelets. 


“Nothing but junk!” she said. “Is that 
all you got?” 


I nodded. “Please let me go,” I begged 
tearfully. “I don’t know why I did it. I 
never did anything like that before. 
Honest!” 


“You’re telling me it was your first 
time!” she said with a short laugh. “Why, 
I spotted you so easy it was a shame. I 
guess the only reason you weren’t caught 
was beginner’s luck.” 
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I sniffed and wiped away the tears with 
the back of my hand. “Not caught—? 
You mean, you’re not a cop?” 


She laughed and handed the bracelets 
back to me. “Hell no! I’m a booster, 
baby,” she told me. 


“A booster?” 


“That’s right. I’m a pro. I don’t fool 
around with cheap stuff. It’s not worth the 
risk.” She studied me carefully for a mo- 
ment, then said, “How’d you like to make 
some money, kid? Say, five dollars?” 


“What do I have to do?” I asked cau- 
tiously, still not fully recovered from my 
fright. 


“Just come shopping with me, that’s 
all,” she said. “All you have to do is act 
natural and don’t let on anything’s hap- 
pening. By the way, my name’s Theresa.” 

I hung back. I had the bracelets I 
wanted and now that I’d gotten away safe- 
ly all I could think of was getting home 
before anything else happened to me. But 
Theresa was some talker. She kept saying 
that I didn’t have to do anything and that 
it would be like finding a five dollar bill. 
I had to admit it sounded tempting and 
finally I said I’d do it. 


WE WENT to a department store in 

downtown Brooklyn and it turned out 
to be no different from the times I went 
shopping with Mom. Theresa and I would 
stop and look at things, maybe buy an item 
for twenty-five cents or half a dollar, then 
wander on. That is, Theresa would buy 
something; she hadn’t given me the five 
dollars she promised me yet. I just tagged 
along, stealing glances at her to see what 
she was doing. But hard as I watched I 
never saw anything out of the usual. By 
the time we left the store I was breathing 
normal again, certain that my companion 
hadn’t done anything wrong. 


“Come over to my house,” Theresa said 
when we got outside. “You can phone your 
folks and say you’re doing homework at 
a girl friend’s house.” 


“Couldn’t you just give me my five dol- 
lars and let me go home?” I asked. “I 
never did anything like this before.” 


She laughed at my fears. “I'll give you 
the money as soon as | get home and un- 
load,” she said. “Don’t be chicken. There’s 
lots more than five bucks in this for you if 
you play it right.” 


Theresa convinced me to go along with 
her and a short time later we were in her 
room at the big brownstone house where 
she lived with her sister and brother-in- 
law. I couldn’t get over the fact that she 
had a room all to herself and could come 
and go as she pleased. She was only a 
couple of years older than I, yet she talked 
and acted like a grownup. 


“You'd talk and act like that, too, if 
you’d been on your own as long as I have, 
honey,” Theresa laughed when I men- 
tioned it to her. “My sister is okay but I 


wouldn’t ask that husband of hers for " 
time of day.” 


“But, why?” I asked. 


“Oh, that’s a long story. Right noy 
lock that door and we'll see how mug 
good we did ourselves.” 


I did as she said, then watched in amay 
ment as she took off her dress. She wy 
wearing what seemed to be old-fashiong 
bloomers that were several sizes too big 
for her. They were tight at the knees ayj 
the legs of the bloomers bulged out lik 
Christmas stockings stuffed with presen 


Then she started to unpack and the 
it really was like Christmas! Lingerie, ; 
skirt, a sweater set and I don’t know why 
all she pulled out from those bagy 
“booster pants” as she called them. Th. 
resa laughed at my wide-eyed stare. 


“That’s the way to do it,” she sai 
pointing to the loot piled on the bed. “\ 
small-time operating for me!” 


“But how—when—?” I stammered, 4 
watched you and I didn’t see you take, 
thing!” 


Theresa held the skirt up to her ay 
whirled in front of the mirror. “Yq 
weren’t supposed to see anything,” sk 
said gleefully. “But if you ever do, be sur 
to let me know. If you can see me work 
ing then so can the store detective.” 


I thanked her for the five dollars, bu 
by then the things lying on the bed didn\ 
look so pretty. They were stolen and Ii 
been taught it was wrong to steal. I sui 
denly wanted to get rid of the bracele: 
I'd taken; I didn’t care whether I neve 
made an impression on Sylvester. I jus 
wanted to be away from there and hom 
with Mom where I could forget all I'd sea 
and heard. 


“Oh, don’t be so scary!” Theresa sail 
irritably. “It takes two to work this racke 
and we make a perfect team. Stick wit 
me and there'll be more than five bucks it 
it for you.” 


I finally told her I’d think it over, bit 
the minute I got out of there I promis 
myself I’d stay far away from Theres. 
Hanging around her would lead to noth 
ing but trouble. I was a good girl and! 
meant to stay that way. When I got hom 
I hid the money Theresa had given me it 
my dresser drawer and slipped the brac 
lets under my pillow. I considered tot 
ing them in a trash can but decided thi 
since I already had them I might as wel 
keep them, especially since I would never 
never do such a thing again. 


I AWOKE early the next morning, fet 

ing a peculiar excitement as if thet 
was something special about that day.! 
lay there thinking about the events of th 
day before. I shivered at the thought d 
what would happen if Mom, lying in he 
bed on the other side of the small bet 
room, even had an inkling of what we 
going through my mind at that moment. | 





the 
abl 
evel 
ac 
tho 
ar 
Iw 
whe 
clot 
late 


fron 


got 
den! 
me. 

stor 
Inys 
aret! 
g00¢ 
mad 
stop 
to m 


as th 
away 
to b 
how 
want 
With 


We a 


My | 


rs for 


ight Nov, 
OW much 


in aman 


She wa 


fashionel> 


S too big 
knees ap 
1 out like 
presents 


and the 
ingerie, ; 
now wha 
se hagy 
nem. The 
are. 


she said i 
bed. No : 


mered, “| 
ou take; 


> her ani 
‘or. “Yu 
ing,” she 
lo, be sur 
me work 
ve.” 

yllars, but 
bed didn’ 
n and [i 
2al. I sud 
- bracelets 
ar I never 
er. I jus 
and _ home 


11 I'd seen 


eresa sail 
this racke 
Stick with 
e bucks it 


over, but 


promise 


1 Theres. 
d to noth 
girl and! 
got hont 
ven me il 
the brace 





lered tos 
cided thi 
ht as wel 
uld never, 


ning, fee 
s if ther 
nat day. | 
snts of the 
hought ¢ 
ing in he 
small bet 
what wa 
moment. | 


slipped my hand under the pillow and felt 
the bracelets still there. I squeezed my 
eyes shut tight and tried to imagine how 
it would be when I showed Sylvester my 
pracelet, then gave him a matching one 
with his initial on it. 

Of course, I wouldn’t tell him how I 
got it. That wouldn’t matter because he’d 
smile at me and say, “This means you'll 
have to be my steady now, Winnie.” 

And I’d say, “That’s the way it will 
always be, darling.” 

“All those other girls mean nothing to 
me,” he would say. 


Then I’d— 


“Winnie!” My mother’s sharp voice 
broke the spell and I jumped up to get 
ready for school. Before leaving, I slipped 
the bracelets into my purse and hurried to 
school. On the way, I saw Sylvester walk- 
ing down the street with a girl I'd never 
seen before. When I caught up with them 
I spoke, but Sylvester’s greeting was so 
brief that I kept on going. I decided to 
wait until I saw him at school. 


All the girls were buzzing about a new 
girl who had just transferred to our school 
and I soon learned she was the one I’d seen 
with Sylvester. Seeing them together at 
lunch period was enough to convince me 
that I didn’t stand a chance with the boy 
I secretly admired. Even the bracelet I’d 
stolen for him couldn’t change that. The 
girl was pretty as a doll and he was posi- 
tively flipping over her. 


Thad put both bracelets on my arm and 
when the girls saw the one marked “S” 
they started teasing me. I was too miser- 
able to get angry with them, and besides, 
everything they said was so true. I did have 
acrush on Sylvester, and I had foolishly 
thought the bracelet would be the start of 
aromance. When it came to looks, I knew 
I wasn’t in the same league with the girls 
who were popular with the boys, and my 
clothes were either cheap imitations of the 
latest styles or made-over things Mom got 
from the people she worked for. 


It didn’t come to me all at once, but I 
got the first taste of popularity when I sud- 
denly remembered the money Theresa gave 
me. When I flashed the bill in the school 
store the girls gathered around. I bought 
myself a big lunch and handed out cig- 
arettes and candy right and left. It felt 
good to be the center of attention; sort of 
made up for everything. The teasing 
stopped and girls who once barely spoke 
tome now acted like my closest friends. 


Of course, it didn’t last long. As soon 
as the money was gone my new pals drifted 
away. But I wasn’t worried. I knew how 
to be popular. Better than that, I knew 
how to get all the clothes and jewelry I 
wanted. All I had to do was get in touch 
with Theresa, 


Theresa was glad to hear from me and 
We arranged to get together on Saturday. 
My life was never the same after that. 
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“The first thing we’ve got to do, Win- 
nie, is to make you look like something,” 
Theresa said. “I hate to say it, girl, but 
vou look like something sent for and 
couldn’t come.” 

With the help of some makeup she 
changed my appearance and after one 
look at myself in the mirror I agreed it 
was for the better. Then she gave me one 
of the dresses hanging in her closet. The- 
resa told me she kept a few things of 
various sizes and styles to sell when she 
met a customer who didn’t mind buying 
“hot merchandise.” Most of the things 
she stole were turned over to a woman 
“fence” who ran a rummage shop as a 
blind. 

I learned a lot working with Theresa. 
She was a good teacher and made sure 
I learned each step before going on to the 
next. She taught me how to spot store 
detectives and how to use a big handbag 
or ordinary shopping bag in the work. 


/ LEARNED my lessons well and in a 

short time I was getting $10 and $15 
each week as my cut. I also built up a 
wardrobe that was as good as that of any 
girl at school. Of course, my mother knew 
nothing of all this. Much as I wanted to 
help out at home I couldn’t let her know 
[ had money, so I spent it on all kinds 
of foolishness at school. Having spending 
money did wonders for my popularity. And 
so did my new clothes. 

[ kept them in Theresa’s closet and every 
morning I would leave home early in my 
regular clothes and change into something 
different at Theresa’s house. After school, 
[ would change back into my old clothes. 
It was almost like playing Cinderella. I 
was a completely different person when I 
got all dressed up and after a while, even 
Sylvester began to take notice of me. 

Now, Theresa was saying that all this 
must come to an end. I had disobeyed her 
instructions and she was angry. I couldn’t 
understand why she was so upset because 
I'd taken a dress for myself instead of the 
more expensive one which would bring in 
more money. 

“Because I need the money, that’s why,” 
Theresa said harshly. 

“We can go back tomorrow,” I said. 

“T need the money now—tonight!” she 
snapped. “If I don’t get my—my medicine 
now, tomorrow will be too late.” 

“Your medicine? But I didn’t know you 
were sick, Theresa,” I said innocently. 

“How square can you be?” she said, 
turning away in disgust. She started rum- 
maging through her dresser drawers and 
found a few dollar bills stuck away in odd 
places. Then she counted the money she 
had in her purse. “I’m still short, even 
counting the money Fat Emma will give 
us for the things we boosted today!” 

She sat down on the bed, smoking nerv- 
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ously. “Well, think of something, don’t 
just stand there with a stupid look on your 
face!” she yelled at me, running her hand 
through her hair. 

I’d never seen her that way before. The 
wild look in her eyes frightened me. Sud- 
denly she began to shiver and shake like 
she had a chill. “What’s wrong, Theresa?” 
I cried. “Shall I call your sister?” 

“No!” Her sharp voice halted me at the 
door. “I can’t let her know,” Theresa said, 
her teeth chattering. 

“But something’s wrong!” I wailed. “I’m 
scared!” 

A crazy laugh burst from her lips. “I’m 
the one who’s about to flip and you’re 
scared!” 

“But what’s wrong, Theresa?” I begged. 

“I need a fix! That’s what’s wrong,” 
she shrilled at me. I stared at her in dis- 
belief. “Yes, that’s right,” she said. She 
pulled up the sleeve of her blouse. Her left 
arm was covered with tiny marks. “I 
started boosting so I could buy the stuff.” 

I could only wonder why I hadn’t 
guessed the truth. Theresa’s clothes were 
no better than mine and she never had 
any money. Now I realized that it all went 
for drugs. I was. like stunned. 

The attack seemed to pass and Theresa 
tossed the things we’d stolen that day into 
a bag. “I'll have to take this, too,” she 
said, folding up the dress I’d taken for 
myself. 

When she had the things packed she told 
me she would wait until her sister and 
brother-in-law left the house, then she 
would go out and try to raise enough 
money to buy a shot. Finally she was 
ready and we sat down to wait. “I didn’t 
want you to know about me, Winnie,” 
Theresa said. “It was bad enough getting 
you in the racket. But I needed a partner, 
so—” She shrugged her shoulders. 

There were footsteps in the hall and 
Theresa’s sister called through the closed 
door that she was going out. We said good- 
bye to her, then heard the outside door 
open and close. 

I had met Theresa’s sister several times 
and she took me for just another friend of 
Theresa’s. I had never met her husband, 
though, and from Theresa’s description of 
him I never wanted to. I always came be- 
fore he got home from work and left when 
he was safely in another part of the house. 

We waited a few minutes then started 
out the door. Theresa was ahead of me 
and I hung back taking one last lingering 
look at the pretty clothes I had acquired 
over the past months. I knew I would never 
wear them again. I couldn’t take them 
home and after learning about Theresa’s 
shameful habit I was deathly afraid to 
have anything more to do with her. Neither 
one of us mentioned it but I think we 
both knew this was the end of our part- 
nership. 


When I left the room and locked the 
door behind me, Theresa was halfway 
down the dimly-lit stairway leading to the 
ground floor. I heard a noise behind me 
and a gruff voice yelled: 

“Theresa!” 

Theresa halted on the steps for 
moment. “Come here, girl. I want to talk 
to you.” the man called out. 

“Like hell you do!” she replied. “I know 
what you want, Joe, and there'll be no 
days like that!” 

I heard her heels click-clacking on the 
stairs and I edged my way along the hall, 
“There’s something funny going on here, 
and I aim to find out what,” Joe said, 
“Maybe your girl friend can tell me.” 

Strong hands grabbed me and | 
screamed. Theresa yelled for him to le 
me go, but he only held me tighter. | 
called for Theresa to come and help me 
and I heard her start back up the stairs, 
Then, she gave a kind of groan and turned 
and ran down the steps. “I’m sorry, kid,” 
I heard her say. Then the door closed be. 
hind her and I was alone with the man 
who held me. 

He forced me into a room and blocked 
the door. He was a stocky, thick-set man 
with beady eyes that glittered as he looked 
me up and down. I cried and begged him 
to let me go but he only laughed. He 
threatened to call the cops unless I told 
him what was going on. He said he’d let 
me go if I told him. 

Between sobs I told him how Theresa 
and I worked. “But I’m through with that,” 
I cried. “Just let me go, mister. Please!” 

He came towards me, licking his 
sensuous lips. “Sure, baby, I'll let you go,” 
he said thickly. “All you have to do—” 

I screamed and fought. It was no use, 
He was too big and strong to hold off. The 
last thing I remember was backing into 
a corner and watching helplessly as he 
came closer and closer... 

After that, I didn’t care what happened 
to me. Nothing could be worse than the 
horrible ordeal I went through. I dropped 
out of school without telling my mother. 
It wasn’t long before I found myself war 
dering through stores just as I’d done with 
Theresa. I knew it would happen sooner 
or later, and one day I tried to take 
cashmere sweater from one of the dow? 
town department stores. 

To tell the truth, I was glad I got caught. 
If I'd gotten away with it, I would have 
kept on and maybe ended up like Theres 
As it is, I’m learning a trade at the school 
they sent me to and Mom is sticking by 
me until I get out. I even got over being 
mad at Theresa for not helping me gé 
away that time. Wherever she is the habi 
that has hooked her is a nightmare ever! 
minute of the day and night. The thin 
that happened to me will someday fate 


from my memory. At least I hope and 
pray so. THE EN) 
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No Good Girls For Me 


(Continued from Page 27) 


the 
way 
) the 
. lhe 
roa told him I was heading west. “The sooner 
talk [leave this sad town the better I'll like it.” 
“And leave that good looking widow 
cnow §f you've been mooning over?” I asked. 
e no “Aw, she put me down last week. I’ve 
got nothing to keep me here.” 
1 the “You'd better stay here and find some 
hall, | other woman to take the widow’s place.” 
here, | told him. “You sure won’t find any 
said, females out at Big Bend.” 
” Booker wouldn’t listen to me, so when I 
d I packed my bag and caught a Greyhound, 
ole he was with me. When we got to Big Bend 
we learned a dam was being built and that 
. | it would take the better part of a year. 
P = The site was about ten miles from the 
tains. | iearest town, a little place called Dawson. 
armed Dawson wasn’t much bigger than the camp 
kid,” that had been set up at the dam site. 
d be. We called it Log Town because the 
man § cabins for the workers were made of logs 
taken from the forest all around us. The 
ocked — cabins weren’t big, with bunks for four 
- man | men taking up most of the space. There 
ooked | was no furniture; table and chairs weren’t 
d him | needed because a big quonset hut in the 
1. He | center of the camp served as a mess hall. 
I told | In spite of all the cabins and all the trac- 
’d let § Yrs, trucks, derricks and other heavy 
equipment, you got a feeling of being com- 
. pletely cut off from the rest of the world. 
eresa JS : age ‘ 
that” Man, this place is in the middle of no- 
» | where!” Booker remarked, when we 
ase: } swung down from the trucks that brought 
B his the new arrivals from the depot. 
u 8% | He was right, but for the next couple 
ie of weeks, we were too tired after a hard 
© ust F day’s work to do anything except crawl 
f. The § into our bunks after supper and pass out. 
g into | Booker was new at the game and many 
as he § times I had to do my work and help him 
too so he wouldn’t fall behind. Once I got 
ypened § back into shape I didn’t mind the extra 
an the § Work, but Booker had a hard time of it. 
ropped § Finally, he was transferred to a job that 
nother, § "88 2 little easier. 
f wal 
1c wil WE HAD every other weekend off; half 
oui the men went to town one Saturday 
enka and the other half went the next weekend. 
deal They always tried to have someone on hand 
incase of emergency. Booker and I had 
ben there three weeks before we got a 
caught thance to go into town. We loaded into 
d have F trucks and station wagons and got into 
heres I Dawson about noon on Saturday. 
-schooll Most of the men headed straight for the 
cing by lars, others to the one movie house in 
r beimgfiown. When night came they’d all be on 
me g¢fthe prowl, and the B- girls at the bars and 
e habitfitte shady ladies in the dilapidated shacks 
e evefong River Street would accommodate 
e thingftem. The men who were too drunk or 
ay fade§% unlucky to make time with the wom- 
pe anif, staggered to the edge of town where 
E ENDptMe trucks were parked and bedded down 


br the night. On Sunday, the routine was 


repeated, and at midnight the trucks load- 
ed up and drove back to camp. 

Booker wanted me to go to the bar with 
him, but I said, “Here’s where we part 
company, old buddy. I’m going to find my- 
self some company, but she’s got to be 
permanent—until the job ends.” 

“Well, at least come with me to a res- 
taurant and get a good meal under your 
belt,” Booker said. “Anyway, I thought 
you were the guy who shied away from 
permanent attachments.” 

Over a tasty meal, I explained how I 
operated. “I’m looking for a permanent 
lady friend on a temporary basis.” I told 
Booker. “That means that she understands 
in front that when the job ends, I pull up 
stakes. I admit it takes a little time to 
find someone who’ll go along with that 
kind of arrangement, but it’s worth it. You 
don’t have to knock yourself out every 
time you come to town. You know you’ve 
got someone waiting for you. 

“If you try that with some nice church- 
going woman you spend all your time 
dodging those wedding bells.” 

Then I began telling him about the wom- 
an I'd met on my last job. I happened to 
see her come out of a grocery store loaded 
down with bundles. I offered to help her 
carry them, and the first thing you know 
she invited me to stay for dinner. It wasn’t 
long before we were good friends—very 
good friends. 

I was telling Booker how sweet and 
loving she was when I noticed that he 
wasn’t listening to me. He was rolling his 
eyes at the waitress. I hadn’t paid much 
attention to her because she was on the 
thin side, not my type at all. But she sure 
must have looked good to Booker. I 
laughed and wished him luck. 


T YING THERE on my bunk and think- 

4 ing back to that first excursion into 
town, I realized that I should have stayed 
with Booker. Maybe I could have kept 
the whole affair from getting started. On 
second thought, there was probably nothing 
I could have done. That love bug doesn’t 
care who he bites, and there’s no vaccina- 
tion against him. 

Anyway, the next time I saw Booker 
was at the truck when we returned to camp 
Sunday night. I was waiting for him to 
ask how I’d made out (not bad at all), 
but he seemed all wrapped up in his own 
thoughts. “Randy,” he said, “I’m coming 
into town next week.” 

“You’re crazy,” I told him laughingly. 
“They won’t let you on one of these trucks 
for another two weeks.” 

“Then I'll hoof it! I’ve just got to see 
her again.” 

Then he told me about the little waitress 
at the restaurant. He had taken her to the 
movies Saturday night, and already he 
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head over heels in love with her. 
“What did you do Sunday?” I asked. 

Booker grinned self-consciously. “We 
went to church. Geraldine—that’s her 
name—sings in the choir. I tell you, man, 
she’s the sweetest, nicest—” 

I let him rave on like that for a while, 
then I said, “Listen, little man, you’re 
headed for trouble. Church—singing in 
the choir! She sounds like the marrying 
kind. Take it from one who knows and 
tell her in front that guys like us are foot- 
loose and fancy free!” 

But I doubt that he even heard me. He 
closed his eyes and started smiling to him- 
self and I knew he had it bad. I decided 
then to check up on this Geraldine. That 
was the least I could do for a pal. 

Darned if Booker didn’t go into town 
the next weekend. I don’t know how he 
managed it. Maybe he did walk those ten 
miles there and back. I sure missed him 
those two days he was gone and when he 
got back all he could talk about was 
Geraldine. I could hardly wait until the 
next weekend so I could get a good look 
at her and maybe put her hep to a few 
things. 

“Honey. I want you to meet Randy, my 
best friend,” Booker said to Geraldine 
when the three of us were seated at a 
table in the bar that next Saturday. 

“Pleased to meet you,” Geraldine said 
with a smile. 

| nodded and studied her shrewdly. Oh, 
she was a smart one, all right! I could 
tell she knew she had Booker hooked and 
figured she ought to make a good impres- 
ion on me, his pal. She pretended to be 
ery concerned with Booker, asking me 
if the men at the camp got plenty to eat 
ind whether I didn’t think the work was 
too hard for her “honey bunch.” 

[ sipped my beer and said, “You don’t 
have to worry about that. One thing about 
s construction workers, we don’t let any- 
thing get us down. Bum food, hard work— 
not even women,” I added, looking straight 
it her. “We take things as they come be- 
ause we know that it won’t be long before 
we'll be moving on.” 

She looked a little disappointed at that. 
“ll hate to see my honey bunch leave,” 
she said, squeezing Booker’s hand. 

“When I do, you’ll be with me, baby!” 
Booker said. 

Darned if he didn’t sound like he meant 
it. I knew Id better go to work fast. 
Someone played the juke box, so I asked 
Geraldine for a dance. I hadn’t realized 
he was so small and cuddly until we were 
on the floor and she was in my arms. She 
wouldn’t be a bad looking dame if she 
weren't so thin and—I put such thoughts 
out of my mind. I had a job to do. 

“Okay, baby,” I said gruffly. “What’s 


your story?” 


was 


She looked surprised. “I don’t know 
what you mean.” 
[ jerked my head toward Booker, who 
t there beaming at us and nodding his 
head in time with the music. “What are 
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you trying to do to my boy over there?” I 
demanded. 

“T like Booker, if that’s what you mean.’ 
she said, tilting up her face. I had to ad- 
mit she was a pretty little thing. Her big 
brown eyes stared innocently out of a heart- 
shaped face, and her smiling lips were the 
kind that made you want to kiss them. 
The way she gazed up at me did something 
to me and I changed my mind about being 
rough with her. 

“You seem like a nice kid,” I said, “and 
I’d hate to see you get hurt. You ought 
to find some nice guy and marry him.” 

Her laugh was bitter. “In this town? 
There are no nice men around. All of 
them are after just one thing, and if a girl 
tries to be decent—” She shrugged. “Even 
my boss at the restaurant keeps pestering 
me. Booker is the nicest man I’ve met 
since I’ve been here.” 

I tried to put her wise without sounding 
too cynical, but the fact that Booker hadn’t 
made a pass at her had convinced her 
that he respected her. Nothing I said could 
change her mind. 


> 


i THE weeks that passed, I was too 

busy with my own affairs to strain my 
brain over Booker’s problem. But now, 
after hearing him say he was thinking 
about marrying Geraldine, I knew it was 
too late to save him from himself. It was 
his headache, he’d asked for it, I told my- 
self. He was over 21 and I had better 
things to do than chaperone a grown man. 
I threw the whole thing out of my mind. 

Had I even guessed what would happen 
in the next few days, I would never have 
slept so soundly. Booker and I had a 
whole cabin to ourselves, our two bunkies 
having been assigned to another cabin. So 
a few nights later when I woke up in the 
middle of the night and heard no snoring, 
at first I thought nothing of it. But when 
I lighted a cigarette, I noticed that Book- 
er’s bunk was empty. 

I didn’t know what to think. I waited a 
while, thinking he may have stepped out- 
side. But two hours passed and no sign 
of Booker. I dozed off to sleep again and 
the next thing I knew I was awakened by 
someone entering the cabin. Then I heard 
Booker talking in whispers. 

“What the hell’s going on, man?” I 
asked. I struck a match and nearly fell 
out of the bunk at what I saw. Booker was 
standing in the center of the cabin, his 
arm around Geraldine’s shoulders. “Get 
that dame out of here,” I said bluntly. 
“You'll have both of us tossed out on our 
ears.” I glared at the girl, shifting un- 
comfortably from one foot to the other. 
“What’s the matter, baby? Couldn’t you 
wait until the weekend to see him?” 

She opened her mouth to answer me, 
then turned to Booker and said tearfully, 
“T told you it wouldn’t work out!” 

“Don’t worry, honey,” Booker told her. 
“Everything’s going to be all right, just 
like I said.” He set down the battered 
suitcase he carried and come over to my 
bunk. “Don’t get any wrong ideas, Ran- 


dy.” he said. “I had to bring her here.” 

“The hell you did! You take her to th 
highway and let her make tracks for town, 
Booker. It'll be daylight soon, so—” 

“We're married.” he blurted out. “She’ 
my wife and she’s going to stay with me” 

I cursed under my breath. “Okay, y 
you made a sucker play,” I said resignedly, 
“But that still doesn’t mean you had ty 
bring her here.” 

Booker made a sign for me to keep my 
voice down. “Geraldine lost her job,” he 
told me. “Her boss got too hard to handle 
She’s got no place else to stay.” 

I climbed out of my bunk and found , 
half filled bottle of whiskey. My mind was 
racing a mile a minute as I dragged on the 
bottle and watched Booker settle his wife 
in the lower bunk across the cabin. The 
long walk from town had tired her ou 
because she dropped off to sleep imme. 
diately. 

Then Booker told me how he’d gotten 
the brilliant idea to bring Geraldine to 
camp and hide her in our cabin. It was 
against the rules, but he was counting on 
me to help him get away with it. The guy 
was in a spot and I knew it. I couldn't 
let him down. 

“Okay. pal.” I said finally. “I think 
you’re a dope, but Ill do what I can.” 


TF I HAD any illusions that I could get 

rid of Geraldine in the next day or so, 
I was all wrong. She settled down to 
housekeeping like she was in an apart: 
ment. Booker hung up a blanket on a 
rope and divided the cabin in half so they 
could have some privacy. Every morning 
when we went to work, we’d lock the door 
and we discouraged the other men from 
dropping in on us. 

“Why all the secrecy all of a sudden?” 
Big Jim Wilson remarked one day. “You 
two guys act like you’re married to each 
other.” 

That got a laugh from the guys and | 
felt like ramming a fist down his throat. 
But then I figured that there was no point 
in stirring up more trouble, so I let him 
get away with the crack. Booker, of 
course, didn’t go into town that next week 
end, so he asked me to buy some groceries 
for Geraldine. He’d rigged up a stove 
and swiped a chair from somewhere. 

I had to admit that the meals Geraldine 
cooked, eaten late at night with the win 
dows covered, were almost worth the risk 
we were taking. But I was still trying to 
figure a way to get her out of camp. Our 
luck couldn’t last forever. I think Geral- 
dine knew it, but Booker apparently 
thought things could go on indefinitely. He 
was so happy he walked around in 4 
daze. and laughed off all my warnings. 

One night, thinking I’d give the two 
newlyweds some privacy, I left the cabin 
and took a walk in the woods. In a clear- 
ing near the river, I saw a moonlit figure 
ahead of me. It was a woman, sitting 
the ground with her arms around her 
drawn-up knees. I went closer and saW 
it was Geraldine. 
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“TJ thought you were back at the cabin,” 
| said, sitting beside her and offering her 
a cigarette. 

“J had to get away and think,” she said 
softly. “I know you want to get rid of me 
and maybe you’re right.” 

“Nothing personal,” I said. 

“No?” She gave a short bitter laugh. “I 
know you hate me. You think I married 
Booker for selfish reasons. Well, you’re 
right.” 

Then she told me how she hated slinging 
hash and trying to dodge the passes of the 
men at the restaurant. The only alterna- 
tive after losing her job. she said, was to 
join the army of girls who sold themselves 
down on River Street. She turned her face 
to me, and in the moonlight she was so 
beautiful it took my breath away. “You 
probably think I belong with those girls 
anyway, don’t you. Randy?” 

I shook my head; my throat was too dry 
to speak. I just stared at her, amazed how 
I could have thought she was thin or un- 
attractive. “I think you’re—” Suddenly, 
my arms reached out and pulled her to me. 
She fought. but I twisted her face to mine 
and planted a kiss on her full, red lips. 
The way she had looked at me just then, 
the glimpses I’d had of her at the cabin— 
she’'d been asking for it. I told myself. 

After a moment, her struggles stopped 
and she was returning my kisses with an 
eagerness that stirred my blood. Then I 
remembered Booker and I knew that I 
could not doublecross my best friend. 
Roughly, I pulled her arms from my neck 
and shoved her away. “You’re a tramp 
just like all the others!” I grated. “The 
sooner you get out of here, the better.” 

I laughed harshly and walked away, 
leaving here there. The next night as we 
ate the meal Geraldine had prepared, she 
told Booker that she was leaving. She re- 
minded him that she had been there almost 
a month and that sooner or later someone 
would catch on. But Booker wouldn’t hear 
of it. “There are dozens of reasons why 
you can’t go, honey bunch,” he said, “and 
this fine meal is just one of them. Isn’t 
that right, Randy?” 

I avoided his eyes. “I think she’s right, 
pal,” I said. “This is no place for a nice 
girl.” 

Geraldine winced at my words and I 
was glad that I had hurt her. She was no 
good, I kept telling myself. She’d prob- 
ably kiss any man the way she’d kissed 
me. Booker just wasn’t man enough for 
her. Yes, the sooner she was gone the 
better all around. 


THE NEXT WEEKEND, Geraldine 

needed some things from town, but 
since it was our turn to stay in camp, 
Booker said he would go. I didn’t want 
to be left alone in the cabin with Geraldine, 
so after Booker left I went over to an- 
other cabin where there was a poker game 
going on. 

It was after midnight when I figured 
that Geraldine would be in bed and so I 


left the game. When I got near the cabin, 
I heard the sounds of a struggle from in- 
side. I ran to the door and flung it open. 
Backed against one wall was Geraldine, 
her dress ripped and her face frozen in 
terror. She had a heavy iron skillet in 
her hand. 

In the middle of the cabin was Big Jim, 
his face scratched and bleeding. He swung 
around when I entered. “I see what you 
and Booker were hiding all this time,” he 
laughed coarsely. “You shouldn’t be sel- 
fish, though, keeping her all to yourself.” 

“You better cut out.” I said evenly. 

He shook his head. “This ain’t no skin 
off your nose. Randy. She’s Booker’s wife. 
Imagine! That little squirt with a fine 
dame like this!” 

He was right. It wasn’t my affair. I'd 
warned Booker something like this would 
happen, but he wouldn’t listen. I shrugged 
my shoulders and turned to go. Maybe 
this would get Geraldine out of our hair 
permanently. She’d either leave after Big 
Jim got through with her, or she’d go with 
him. Either way, it would be good rid- 
dance. 

“Randy!” 

Geraldine’s anguished voice stopped me 
at the door. I turned and saw her eyes 
pleading with me. Big Jim caught the 
look that passed between us. “Don’t be no 
fool, Randy!” he grated. “I want her!” 

I knew then that I couldn’t walk out 
that door. I realized. too. that what I felt 
for Geraldine was not hate, but love. I 
knotted my fists and crouched as I ap- 
proached Big Jim. 

“Okay, you asked for it!” he yelled, 
swinging a ham-like fist at my jaw. 

I ducked and buried my left in his 
stomach. That took some of the wind out 
of him, but he kept coming for me. Back 


+] 


and forth we battled, and tough as I was, 
Big Jim was tougher. Finally, he caught 
me with a hard right flush on the jaw. But 
just as I went down, I caught a glimpse of 
Geraldine swinging the skillet high in the 
air and bringing it down toward his head. 

When I came to, we were alone in the 
cabin. My head was in Geraldine’s lap 
and she was holding a wet towel to my 
bruised and aching jaw. “You were won- 
derful!” she breathed. “Big Jim ran out 
of here so fast I think he’s still running.” 

“You’ve got to get out of here,” I said. 
“He’s sure to blab now.” 

She shook her head. “I told him if he 
said anything I’d have you beat him up 
again,” she said. 

I tried to grin. “I think you’re a little 
mixed up about who beat who.” 
“We beat him—together,” 

proudly, 


she said 

Her soft fingers moved along my cheek. 
“T know why you fought him, Randy,” she 
said quietly. “You feel the same way about 
me as I do about you.” 

I got to my feet. “Throw it out of your 
mind, baby,” I said gruffly. “Booker’s my 
pal. I did it for him.” 

But I knew I was lying, and when she 
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came over to me I grabbed her and kissed 
her roughly. She clung to me, returning 
kiss for kiss. This time the thought of 
Booker did not stop me. It was too much 
to expect a guy to resist the temptation 
that was there. I didn’t fight against it. . 


V HEN BOOKER returned the next 

night, I couldn’t face him. I went out 
into the woods and tried to think things 
out. I had no illusions that Big Jim 
would keep quiet. The whole mess was 
bound to explode soon. The only thing for 
me to get as far away as possible. I'd 
leave that very night. 

Damn these nice women! I thought 
savagely as I made my way back to the 
cabin. They’ll mess you up every time. I 
cursed myself too. In spite of all my 
knocking around. I’d been taken in by a 
pair of innocent eyes and smiling lips. 

As I approached the cabin, I heard a 
blood-chilling scream. Sweat broke out 
over me as I recognized Geraldine’s voice. 
I dashed into the cabin. Booker had a gun 
in his hand and had it pointed at Big Jim, 
who cowered against my bunk. Taking the 
scene in swiftly, I held out my hand to 
Booker. ‘“Let’s have it, pal,” I said. 

Booker backed away from me. “I'll kill 
him!” he shouted. “Don’t try to stop me, 
Randy. You might get hurt.” 

“You can’t get away with it. Booker.” I 
said. “He’s not worth going to jail for.” 

“T don’t care what happens to me.” 
Booker said, tears streaming down his 
face. “Geraldine is gone, and he’s the 
cause of it.” 

“Gone? But where?” I asked. 

“T don’t know.” Booker said. waving the 
gun. “This big gorilla walked in and 
Geraldine ran off. I know what happened 
while I was away. Nobody has to draw 
pictures for me.” 

Big Jim spoke. “Tell this 
really happened,” he pleaded. “He thinks 
I’m the one who took his wife. Tell him. 
Randy. before he hurts somebody.” 

I hesitated. If I kept quiet. Booker 
would never know about me and Geraldine. 
He’d never believe it from Big Jim. But 
at the same time. I realized that Booker 
was in no condition to think straight. 
He’d shoot Big Jim down without caring 
about the consequences. 

I heard the hammer click as Booker 
cocked the gun. “Wait! Don’t shoot.” I 
yelled. I went up to him and stood be- 
tween him and Big Jim. “You’ve got the 
wrong man, pal. I’m the one who did you 
wrong.” 

He stared at me stupidly. I reached out 
and took the gun from his hand. Big Jim 
let out a sigh and scrambled for the door. 
When we were alone, I told Booker what 
had happened, not sparing myself in the 
fault,” I said. 


fool what 


telling. “It was all my 
“Your wife is a good woman.” 
“The no-good kind,” Booker said 


brokenly. “That’s what you kept telling 
me. Randy.” 

“But I was wrong.” I said. “Take a 
sock at me, kick me, do whatever you feel 


like. But go after her. Booker. 
her get away from you.” 

“You got what you want, so you cay 
afford to talk that way,” he sneered 
“What kind of fool do you think I am? | 
never want to see that dame again!” 

I argued and pleaded, but he was sty}. 
born. He accused Geraldine and me of de. 
ceiving him all along, of laughing at hin 
behind his back. Nothing I could ay 
changed his mind. 

Silently, I packed my things. I had done 
the worse thing one man can do to a friend 
—cheated on him with his wife. I kney 
that Booker would never forgive me and | 
couldn’t blame him. We didn’t even say 
goodbye. As long as I live I'll never for. 
get the contempt in Booker’s eyes as he 
watched me go. 

With my pack slung over my shoulder, 
I made my way out of camp. Bitterly, | 
reflected on what a “nice” woman and a 
moment of weakness cost me—the hes 
friend I ever had, a good job, and my sel{ 
respect. Still, I couldn’t help wondering 
about Geraldine. I wondered what she 
would do now. Then I remembered what 
she’d said about River Street being the last 
stop for women without hope. 

I quickened my steps along the road 
leading to town. And then my heartbeat 
kept rhythm with my feet, for ahead of me 
I saw a lonely figure trudging along. | 
hurried to catch up with her. Geraldine 
did not speak when I fell in step with her, 
After walking a while in silence, I asked, 
“Where are you headed?” 

“Who cares?” she said in a tired voice. 
“T thought being married to Booker would 
save me from River Street, but I might 
as well have gone down there in the first 
place. At least then I wouldn’t have hurt 
him like I did.” 

“T feel bad too,” I admitted. 
liked the guy, but now—” 

“Remember what you said that night we 
danced?” she said. “I see now that you 
were right. All this wouldn’t have hap. 
pened if I hadn’t held out for marriage.” 

“Now don’t go blaming yourself,” I said, 
taking her suitcase from her. “I’m the vil- 
lain in this business. I was wrong about 
you all along.” 

She shook her head. “We both did 
wrong, Randy. I guess we’re two of 4 
kind.” 

“Meaning?” 

“T want to come with you,” 
small voice. 

[ stopped and set down the suitcase. | 
peered at her closely. “Well, I guess even 
that would be better than River Street. Is 
that the reason?” 

“No. It’s because—well, because I love 
you.” 

[ smiled and put my arms around her. 
“You're right, honey. We’re two sinners 
and we belong together. But from now on. 
we're going to change our ways. Tomor- 
row in town we'll look up a lawyer and 
see about making this legal.” 

Like I said, it’s the good women who 


give you all the trouble. THE END 
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A Mother, But Not A Wife 


(Continued from Page 42) 


and out of the apartment. I sat there, star- 
ing at the supper table. I heard him start 
the car and drive away. Then the tears 
came and the deep, hurting sobs. 

I left the kitchen and went into the liv- 
ing room. I felt something harden in me 
as | raked over our marriage. 

I'd given him all the love I had in me 
and I thought he had loved me in the same 
way. I hadn’t wanted to nag at him; de- 
mand this and that from him. I’d wanted 
to make a nice, happy home for him, a 
home where he could relax and forget his 
troubles. I hadn’t wanted to drive him off, 
as my mother had done my father. 

1 don’t want a mother, he had said. Oh 
dear God, had I appeared as a mother to 
him? My face burned with shame as 
finally, towards midnight, I realized that I 
had. I knew. at long last, when it was too 
late. how I should have acted. I should 
have been myself, not hide my feelings. 
He was right. I had acted as though I 
hadn’t any backbone. 


And then I was beginning to get mad. 


Why hadn’t he told me a long time ago 
what was bothering him? Instead. he let 


me make a fool of myself. Okay! I'd let 
him know how I felt. I was sick and tired 
of keeping everything to myself. The way 
he threw money around 
drive a person crazy. 

As I waited for him to come home, I 
tried rehearsing what I would say to him, 
but gave it up. Instead, I kept praying 
over and over for courage, for courage to 
stand up to him, not back down. If he 
wanted to leave me. well—it was up to him. 

I finally heard his key in the lock. I 
stood up and braced myself for I didn’t 
know what. As soon as he closed the door. 
I started 

“There’s the bedroom.” 
in the bedroom. you will find a closet, 
jam-packed with On 
shelf above you will find your expensive 
luggage.” 

“So?” He looked at me blankly. 

“So this. You can walk out of here any- 
time you want! But if you stay, the format 
will be somewhat different. First. get 
out of debt, then we start saving for the 
future. Everything will be on a fifty-fifty 
basis. You’ll not only take but you'll give.” 
My voice almost broke. 
to continue?” 


was enough to 


“And 
just 
the 


I pointed. 


your clothes. 


we 


“Do you want me 


“This is interesting. Go ahead.” 

“And /’/l take, instead of give all the 
time!” 

He took a step forward, a funny look on 
his face. 

“Just a minute. I haven’t finished.” I 
felt composed now as the self-assurance 
flowed through me. “Do you want to stay?’ 

He came over to me then. His hands 


were on my shoulders. I could feel his 
breath on my hair. My legs were trem- 
bling but I stared straight into his eyes. 
“Bev!” His voice was husky. His fin- 
gers were digging into my shoulders, hurt- 


ing me. I moved away a little, remember- 
ing the rebuff of last night. I wouldn’t 


let it end up this way. Something in me 
wanted him to come begging to me for a 
change. He had to say the right words. 

I shook my head grimly. “That won’t 
answer my question.” 

“T want to stay,” he whispered, coming 
closer again with the same strange expres- 
sion on his face. 

“And what about the other things I just 
said? What about the fifty-fifty basis and 
the debts and—” His mouth cut off my 
words, eager and hungry. catching my 
whole being on fire. And then I heard him 
whisper hoarsely, “I love you, Bev. I love 
you.” I felt him leading me towards the 
bedroom, while I was delighting in the 
three little words he had just spoken, real- 
izing I had not heard them since we were 
first married. 

He closed the bedroom door and I turned 


to him, unashamed of the hungry. wild 
response. Words were for later. Our love 


leaped out to one another. meeting and 
merging into one. 


N 
the words came. 

“I’m sorry for everything. 
realize. I didn’t 
touched my mouth with his fingertips. 


UCH LATER, tired. relaxed and hap- 


py. we lay in each other’s arms and 


Jack. 


nag—” 


I didn’t 
want to He 
“No more apologies, Bev.” he said ten- 
derly. “Ill do the apologizing from now 
I deliberately egged you on. 
you to get mad at me. And all the clothes 
I bought—I knew better. I guess I didn’t 
care.” His eyes 
light. “But no more. 
that house, and children.” 


I shook my 


on. wanting 


looked serious in the half 
We're going to have 
head in bewilderment. “No 
wonder you didn’t care.” 

“Honey,” 


mother’s actions towards your 


“vou let your 
father 
fluence our marriage. You were afraid to 
let 
thought I’d run out the way 
did. Forget how your mother was—or any- 


he said gently. 
in- 
because you 


your real feelings show 


your father 
one else—just be yourself! That’s the per- 
son I married—and love.” 

I think 


thing is 


the 
and 


we've learned important 


must love each 


other for what we are, and above all, 


we accept 
be 
honest with one another. So many couples 
never find this out. That’s why I wanted 
to tell how it was for Jack and me. Our 
marriage will be good and lasting now, 
and we'll have respect for each other. 


THE END 
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What My Husband Doesn’t Know 


(Continued from Page 37) 


don’t give me the rush act!” He fairly 
pushed me down into a chair. “I notice 
you never seem to be in such an all-fired 
rush to get to bed other nights!” 

My heart took a nosedive. 

“I’ve been watching the clock many 
nights at two and three and you weren’t 
in bed, so how come the rush tonight?” 

“T just don’t want to fight,” I tried to 
placate him. 

“Then what do you want to do?” He 
asked nastily. 

This was a new side to Don. I was un- 
easy. What was wrong with him? Had he 
discovered I was in love with Bill? Was 
that why Bill had suddenly stopped com- 
ing around? I felt fright taking my breath 
away. I struggled for air. 

“Let’s not put on any fainting acts!” 
Don said nastily. “You’ve been having 
things pretty much your own way since 
\Mom’s been here, and you’d better accept 
some plain talk!” I saw his eyes blazing, 
and knew he was angrier than I had ever 
seen him. 

“T heard about how cross you’ve been 
to Timmy, lately,” he said. 

[ breathed a sigh of relief. Then he 
didn’t know about Bill. 

“You’re just going to give up that job 
right from now on!” 

“T won't,” I said. 

He came towards me and pulled me out 
of the chair roughly. “You’ll do as you’re 
told. [| want a mother for my child, and 
I want a wife for myself! I’m fed up with 
your look-at-me-but-don’t-touch-me-atti- 
tude!” He gave me a shove towards the 
bedroom—*Now get to bed and get ready 
to be a wife! I’m still your husband, al- 
though I haven’t had many of the privi- 
leges these past months!” 

[ was gambling for a chance to be al- 
lowed to go back to work. I couldn’t give 
up. | just couldn’t. This was my chance to 
be an actress and pamper Don into giving 
me a chance to go on working. 

I came towards him and put my arms 
about and kissed him as I hadn’t 
kissed him since we were bride and groom. 
| could feel the anger going out of him 
as he put his arms about me and returned 
my kiss. I pressed my body close to him 
in ardent promise. “I'll make everything 
ip to you,” I whispered, not even hating 
myself for the lie, knowing I would rather 
die than stop working and going back to 
the dull routine I used to know. 


him 


THE NEXT DAY I went back to work. 

! had persuaded Don to let me work 
1 little longer. I wanted some new things 
-_ 


for myself and Timmy, and our car was 
really getting ancient. I was almost sur- 
prised how easily he gave in. “Try not to 
be so short with Timmy,” he reminded me, 
“He’s just a little boy, and all little boys 
get into mischief.” I assured him I would 
be different. 

I didn’t see Bill that night, either, and 
I knew I just couldn’t endure one more 
night without knowing if he was all right. 
So, the moment the bar closed I got 
dressed and went to his apartment. I could 
see from the outside that it was all in 
darkness, but I decided to go up and ring 
his bell, anyway, just in case he was sleep- 
ing. No answer. I waited around, hoping 
he would come home. One o’clock and two 
o’clock passed, and I began to shiver with 
cold and weariness. I turned sadly and 
went out of the building and home. 

I made an excuse to leave home in the 
middle of the day. I was going to visit 
Bill’s place of business. It was a men’s 
specialty shop. My heart was beating wild- 
ly as I went inside. A nice young man 
came towards me, “May I help you?” He 
asked courteously. 

“T don’t want to buy anything,” I said, 
feeling foolish—‘I just wondered if you 
could tell me where Mr. Taylor is.” 

“Mr. Taylor went up North to bring 
his wife back from her parents home. Is 
there something I can do for you, per- 
haps?” 

“N-no thank you, it wasn’t important,” 
I said, trying to sound like I meant it, and 
walked out. 

I must have roamed the streets for over 
an hour. I knew I had to get back home 
before too long. I couldn’t very well go 
right to work without going home first. I 
had never done that, it might make Don 
suspicious. All I could think of was that 
Bill was married. Maybe he was as miser- 
able as I was, I tried to tell myself. But 
why hadn’t he told me? Then I realized I 
hadn’t told him either. We had both been 
lying to each other. 

I tried to feel there was still some hope. 
Bill would be back and he would seek 
me out again, We had been so perfect and 
so right for one another. Maybe our love 
had a chance. If he divorced his wife and 
I divorced Don—hope began to surge in 
my heart again. 

It was almost two weeks before I saw 
Bill again. He was as casual as if he hadn’t 
just walked out on my heart. “How’s my 
little flame?” He asked as I served him his 
regular drink, my heart beating a rapid 
tattoo and almost smothering me. 

“How would you expect me to be?” I 


asked. trying to let him know by my tone 
how hurt I was. 

“When you gotta go you gotta go, baby. 
and this boy just had to go. Sorry, hon” 
He reached over the bar and squeezed my 
hand. “We'll make up for lost time. baby. 
just you wait and see.” 

I prayed for the time to pass, I wanted 
to feel Bill’s arms about me and his lips 
upon mine. I wanted him to tell me how 
much he had missed me. I wanted to know 
he had been as desperate as I. 

We were in the car, driving slowly, 
when Bill said, “The Missus is back in the 
shack now, baby,—so where do we go from 
here?” 

I looked at him a little sickly. “I didn’ 
know you were married, I said, trying 
to act shocked. 

“Come on, baby, can that,” he said 
rather rudely. “You and I haven't been 
talking personal relationships. You have 
a husband, and I have a wife. so what? 
This is for fun, for good times. What more 
do you want?” 

“T thought you were in love with me, 
Bill,” I said softly. 

“Sure I’m in love with you baby, that’s 
why I want to know where can we go.” 

I felt sick to my stomach. Surely I must 
be mistaken, I wasn’t hearing right. “Take 
me home,” I said. 

“Is your hubby away?” He asked. with 
kind of a laugh. “Looks like I timed things 
perfectly.” 

“T said take me home, I didn’t mention 
anything about you coming home with 
me,” I said tearily. 

Bill stopped the car and put his arms 
about me, smothering me with a kiss. 
“You know you want me as badly as | 
want you, baby, so let’s get going.” 

I pushed him away from me fiercely. 
“You just don’t understand, do you Bill? 
I can’t take you home with me.” 

“Then we'll go somewhere out in the 
country where we can neck a little,” he 
tried to bring me closer to him. 

“I’m afraid not,” I said. “I have to 
go home.” 

“You're a little tease.” He reached out 
playfully. I got as far over to the side of 
the car as I could. 

“So what’s with you, baby? Is this a new 
hard-to-get act or what?” 

“T thought we had something. I guess 
I made a mistake. Please take me home, 
or, I'll get out and walk.” 

“You either pay your fare or you walk,” 
he said in an ugly tone that hurt me worse 
than a slap in the face. 

“You make it sound so common, make 
me feel so ashamed,” I said. 

“Let’s dispense with the lectures. baby. 
You got what you wanted,—what else did 
you expect?” 

That was a good question. It rang in 
my ears as I ran down the dark streets 
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that led to home. What else could I have 
expected? I had practically thrown my- 
self at him, how could I have expected love 
and respect? I felt so soiled, so ashamed, 
so humbled. 

As I came to my street I saw Don com- 
ing towards me. “Are you all right?” He 
asked, taking the last few steps in a rush. 
“| had the darndest feeling that some- 
thing was wrong.” I could scarcely answer, 
| was so filled up. 


S WE lay in bed, later, Don gathered 
[\ me to him—“I wish you’d give up 
working and go back to being a real wife,” 
he said. 

I discouraged any attempts at his mak- 
ing love to me. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. 

“I'm so tired,” I lied, trying to dis- 
engage myself from his arms, “Give me 
time, Don, and I'll really try to be a good 
wife.” 

“You don’t need time for that. honey,” 
he said softly, “You’ve always been a good 
wife. A little young, a little impatient, 
but always good.” 

“No, no,” I cried, “But I’m going to 
try real hard from now on.” 

“Go to sleep, honey. you’re just tired, 
and tomorrow you tell that boss-man that 
he’d better get himself another girl for 
that job.” 

“] will, I will——I promise.” I said. turn- 
ing my face to the wall. 

But how could I face tomorrow? How 
could I look at my child or my husband 
and his mother? 

I lay there for a long time thinking. 
After awhile I heard Don snoring beside 
me. 

It would take time to wash the dirtiness 
away. Time and repentence and turning 
away from sin. I had tried to eat my cake 
and have it, too, like a silly, spoiled child. 
I couldn’t tell a soul, I had to keep the 
burden of it within me. For by the telling 
I would ruin three innocent lives. That 
would be the hardest part—the guilt I felt 
and had to keep within me. 

I got out of bed and knelt beside it, 
looking up at the cold night sky with its 
thousands of stars. “I’m not really fit to 
pray to you, Lord, but could you spare one 
moment to listen to me?” I begged. “Give 
me a chance to work this out and to know 
the difference between love and lust? To 
show me how to truly cleanse myself and 
make myself fit to be a mother and a 
wife?” 

I crawled back in bed and fell asleep. I 
had found someone to share my guilty 
secret. He would keep it safe. Now I had 
to find the way back all by myself, and 
When I do, be sure that [’ll never get 
lost again, not even for one moment! 


THE END 
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Anything To Keep His Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


worth much, except the furniture or some- 
thing like that. No family valuables. 

And then I remembered, and sat up in 
bed like a shot. The broach! Mother had 
let me keep it. It was probably worth a 
hundred dollars, she had said. But I 
couldn’t sell that, it was practically a fam- 
ily heirloom. Besides, it wasn’t even really 
mine. Not yet anyway. But it would be 
someday, Mother had already said that. 
And if it were mine, I could sell it if I 
wanted to, couldn’t I? Sure I could, espe- 
cially for something as important as this. 
[ had to have that gown, because unless I 
looked extra special I was pretty certain 
to lose Johnny, and I couldn’t stand the 
thought of that. 

I was up early the next morning to grab 
the want-ad section of the newspaper to 
find out where you could sell jewelry, but 
Daddy already had the paper, looking at 
the employment section, so I had to wait 
around a while before I could take a look. 

“Evelyn, you’re going to be late for 
chool if you don’t hurry,” Mother warned. 

“In a minute, Mother,” I answered. I 
was running my finger down the news- 
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paper column as fast as I could. Then I 
saw one not too far from school. Jensen’s 
Jewelry Store, and they bought used items. 
I put the paper down, dashed to my room 
and slipped the broach into my _ purse, 
scooped up my books and ran off to school. 

I could hardly wait for the noon recess. 
You weren’t supposed to leave the cam- 

us, but I figured I could make it to Jen- 
sen’s and back without being missed. 

Even though the store wasn’t too far 
from school, I didn’t like the neighbor- 
hood. It was full of small, junky looking 
stores, and the people on the streets looked 
awfully poor and ragged. But Jensen’s 
didn’t look too bad and I hurried inside. 

The man who came to wait on me was 
short and fat and his hair was beginning 
to come out in front. He had a big, black 
cigar stuck in the middle of his round face. 

“T want to sell a broach,” I told him 
when he asked what I wanted. I pulled it 
out of my handbag and handed it to him. 

He looked it over for a minute then 
looked at me curiously. “Where did you 
get it?” he asked cautiously. 

“It’s mine.” I said quickly. “It’s a 
family heirloom. My—my mother left it 
to me.” 

“Then what do you want to sell it for?” 
the man wanted to know. 

“T—I need money for clothes,” I said. 

“You sure you didn’t steal this rock 
someplace?” the fat man demanded. “You 
got anything to prove you own it?” 

His tone frightened me, but I knew I 
had to bluff my way through if I could. 
“Look,” I said loudly, “my mother just 
gave it to me. She didn’t hand over a bill 
of sale or a receipt for it.” 

The fat man just looked at me for an- 
other moment, then he walked over and 
picked up a funny little glass thing and 
stuck it to his eye and looked at the 
broach through it. 

“Tl give you fifty bucks for it,” he said 
finally. 

“Fifty? But my mother told me it was 
worth at least a hundred,” I said. 

“Maybe it was worth a hundred to her,” 
he answered, “but it’s only worth fifty to 
me. Take it or leave it, I'll be lucky to 
make five bucks on it.” 


WAS TERRIBLY DISAPPOINTED, 

and more than that, I was afraid the 
man was cheating me. But what could I 
do? I didn’t have time to shop around 
because I had to get back to school. Be- 
sides, I couldn’t go through that kind of 
questioning again. Most important of all, 
fifty dollars was more than enough to buy 
that dress in the window at Antoine’s. 

“It’s a deal,” I told the fat little man. 
He made me sign a slip saying the jewelry 


was mine and everything, then he gave me 
the money. I got out of the store and away 
from the neighborhood as fast as I could, 


HE DRESS fitted like a dream, and ] 

was so happy as I left the store. swing. 
ing the box under my arm, that I almog 
could forget what I had done to get it. 

When I got home, I slipped into the 
house, hiding the box as best I could up. 
der my coat. Mother and Daddy were both 
in the kitchen, so that was a break. | 
sneaked into my room and hid the box jn 
a corner of my closet on the floor, where 
it would be safe and sound. I figured to 
sneak it over to one of my girl friend's 
place later on, and probably put it on there 
the night of the graduation dance. 

But though my plan was working. all 
through dinner my conscience plagued me. 
This was the very first time in my life that 
I had gone out and done something delib- 
erately that mother would not have wanted 
me to do. And I shuddered to think what 
would happen if she found out about the 
broach! 

Later that night in my room, I felt so 
ashamed that the only way I could stand 
it was to take the gown out of the box and 
hold it up to me in front of the mirror. It 
was beautiful. Johnny will be so proud 
of me in it, I thought. But he wouldn’t be 
proud if he knew the way I got it. I re. 
membered. I put the dress away again 
and spent another restless night. 

At school the next day I told Essie Mar- 
tin that I wanted to bring a package over 
to her house that night and leave it. 

“What is it?” Essie asked. “Why are 
you acting so mysterious?” 

“T’ll explain it all later, Essie,” I told 
her. Essie was a good friend, but she just 
couldn’t resist a piece of gossip, so I didn’t 
dare tell her what I had done. 

I could hardly wait for school to let out 
so I could rush home and get the dress out 
of the house. Daddy was reading the after- 
noom paper when I walked in. I rushed 
straight to my room and threw my books 
on the bed. Then I started to open the 
closet and get my new gown out, but | 
decided to check for mother first. 

“Your mother doesn’t feel very well.” 
Daddy said. “She’s been cleaning the house 
all day and she’s a little tired. She’s lying 
down in her room.” 

I went back to my room and carefully 
closed the door. When I turned around. I 
knew immediately that something was 
wrong. The room was as neat as a pin. 
Mother had been in cleaning up. I tried 
to keep my own room in good order, but 
every month or so mother would come in 
and give it a good going over. 

Quickly I dashed to my closet. Maybe 
she had gotten tired before she went in 
there. 

But she hadn’t. All of my clothes were 
hanging neatly, and my shoes were lined 
up on the floor. I never kept them that 
way! Everything inside was in perfect 
order. I got down on my knees and felt 
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for the box with my dress. It was there! 

Hurriedly I pulled it out and looked it 
over carefully. Then I opened it up. The 
gown Was still there. But it was folded 
«o nice and neatly. I was sure I probably 
had just stuffed it back in the box the 
night before. I couldn’t be sure. 

] got up and snatched open my top 
dresser drawer where I had first kept the 
proach. It was all nice and neat inside. 
Mother must have missed the broach! She 
knew I put it there. 

J put the dress away and lay down 
across the bed. What could I du? Mother 
must know. She must! 

But she didn’t say a word. All through 
dinner even. she didn’t say anything to 
me. She barely even looked at me. And 
then I knew for sure she had found out 
what I had done. 

She didn’t even ask me about helping 
her with the dishes after supper. She just 
got up from the table and started doing 
them by herself. I went to my room and 
cried myself to sleep. 


WAS UP early the next morning be- 

fore anybody else stirred in the house. 
There was no doubt about what I had to 
do. I only hoped I could do it. 

I was there when Antoine’s opened at 
eight-thirty. It took a lot of explaining. 

“T just can’t keep it,” I told the lady 
who had sold it to me. “I’ve decided I 
don’t like it and—and besides, my mother 
says I can’t afford it.” 

The saleswoman_ wasn’t 
about losing the sale, but since I had 
brought it back in good condition and 
hadn’t kept it long. she talked to the man- 
ager and they gave me my money back— 
forty-five dollars plus the tax. Then I 
rushed off to school. 

At noon. I made a beeline for Jensen’s 
Jewelry Store. All the way there I was 
worrying if the broach had been sold. And 
I worried about Johnny, too. Now I 
couldn’t go to the graduation dance with 
him. In fact. I just couldn’t go at all. I 
wouldn’t be able to face the gang. But I 
would have to worry about that later. Right 
now I had to get mother’s broach back. 
The fat man with the cigar was there 
when I walked in Jensen’s. 

“Well.” he said, “I didn’t expect to see 
you again. What have you got this time?” 
“I've got your fifty dollars.” I said. “I 
want my mother’s broach back.” 

“Now wait a minute.” he said, startled. 
“I bought the merchandise. It’s mine now. 


very happy 


And I thought you said your mother was 
dead.” 

“I lied.” I said frankly. “And I’ve got 
to have the broach back so here’s your 
fifty dollars.” I pulled the money out of 
my purse. 

“Hold on,” the fat man said. “I paid 
fifty for it. My sale price is seventy-five 
dollars.” 

“Seventy-five?” I said, “but you said 
you could probably make only five dollars 
on it. Besides. you bought it from me. You 


know I don’t have any money. Why can’t 
you let me have it back for the money 
you gave me for it?” I was nearly in 
tears, 

“T can’t do business like that, young 
lady.” the fat man said. “Now if you got 
to have the stuff back, fork over seventy- 
five bucks.” 

I was heartbroken. I didn’t have any 
money—except for the twelve-fifty I was 
saving for my cashmere sweater. 

“Mister.” I said, “please. I don’t have 
seventy-five dollars. All I’ve got is this 
fifty you gave me, and twelve dollars and 
fifty cents more at home. I'll go home and 
get it and come back, only please, let me 
have my mother’s broach.” Tears were 
trickling down my cheeks now. 

I guess maybe he softened a little then. 
“Okay. kid.” he said finally, “but you'd 
better hurry.” 

“T have to go back to school first, but 
then I'll go get the rest of the money and 
bring it to you,” I explained. 

He thought for a moment. “Okay, okay,” 
he said. “But if you want it, you’d better 
leave the fifty here as a deposit. Otherwise 
I might have a sale for it. And if you aren’t 
here by closing time with the other twelve- 
fifty, well, the deal is off. I’m keeping the 
broach.” 

“T’ll be here,” I said, handing him the 
fifty dollars. 

My afternoon classes just dragged by, 
and after school was out I ran home as fast 
as I could. I barely spoke to Mother and 
Daddy as I ran to my room and got the 
money. Then I dashed out of the house 
again. 

The man at Jensen’s looked disappointed 
to see me, but he didn’t give me any 
trouble. He just handed over the broach. 
But not before I made him wrap it up 
nice and neat like a gift. Then I made him 
give me a little card, and on it I wrote a 
note. 

“Dear Mom, 

Here is the broach. Like you said, it’s 
the only family possession we’ve got, and 
we shouldn't let anything happen to it. 
After all. it should go to my daughter 
some day. Meanwhile, I think maybe you’d 
better keep it a little longer, until I’m 
really ready for the responsibility. 

Love, 
Evelyn” 

When I got home, there was Johnny 
sitting in the living room. 

“Golly.” I said. running my hands over 
tugging at my skirt and 
blouse. ““I—didn’t expect to see you here.” 

““Well—I, I’ve been kind of busy lately,” 
he said slowly. 

“Wait a minute.” I told him. “I'll be 
right back.” 

Mother was in the kitchen, so I slipped 


my hair and 


into her room and put the broach with 
the note on her dresser. Then I went back 
into the living room to Johnny. 

“Your folks didn’t 
were,” he said. “They said you just dashed 
out of the house. So I just took a chance on 


know where you 


your not being gone long and _ stuck 
around.” 

“I—I’m glad you did, Johnny.” I said. 
“You see. I wanted to talk to you about 
the dance.” 

“Yeah, we have got a date, haven’t we?” 
he said. 

“We did have.” I said, dropping my 
head. “But—but I can’t go Johnny, not 
now.” 

“Why not?” he wanted to know. 

“Because—because I don’t have any- 
thing to wear,” I said. “I mean, I don’t 
have anything new and I wouldn’t want to 
embarrass you, Johnny.” 

“Embarrass me?” he said. 

“Yes.” I replied. “You see, well, Daddy 
isn’t working now, and we have to be kind 
of careful about money and all. Oh, I know 
he would buy me a new dress if I told 
him I had to have it, but, well, it’s times 
like this when a family has to stick to- 
gether. And after all my folk have done 
for me, the least I can do is try to under- 
stand about things like this.” 

Johnny looked at me wide-eyed for a 
moment, then he laughed. “Well, I'll be 
darned,” he said. “I never thought you 
had it in you. The way you always came 
all decked out in fancy clothes, I thought 
you must be costing your old man a for- 
tune. I was worried that you were just a 
spoiled brat and that no man would ever 
be able to afford you.” 

“Afford me?” I asked astonished. 

Johnny was embarrassed for a moment. 
“I—I mean, well, gee whiz, like if a guy 
was thinking about marrying a girl like 
you—well, how could he afford it, with 
the clothes and all.” 

I didn’t know what to say, I was so 
surprised. 

Johnny kept talking. “What I mean is, 
Evelyn. Well, I’ve thought about us a lot, 
like when I finish law school and every- 
thing. Or maybe even before. Maybe we 
could get married. That is, if you wanted 
to, of course. But I don’t want my folk to 
have to give me a lot of money. Just pay 
for my education, that’s all. Maybe I could 
work on the side and support a wife, if 
she was willing to make sacrifices, but if 
she was always buying new dresses and 
spending money and would be real un- 
happy if we didn’t have things, well, I 
guess it just wouldn’t work.” 

“You mean—you, you decided against 
marrying me, Johnny?” I asked, feeling 
numb inside. 

“Well, temporarily I did,” he said, “but 
now, well, will you think about it, Eve- 
lyn?” 

I breathed deep and freely for the first 
time in a week. “I don’t have to think 
about it Johnny,” I said, smiling at him. 

“Gosh,” he said. “I’m so happy I don’t 
know what to say.” 

“Don’t say anything,” I told him, glanc- 
ing around to see if Mother or Daddy could 
see us. “What you’re supposed to do is 
kiss a girl when she says ‘yes’.” 

Johnny did what he was supposed to do. 


THE END 
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No Right 
To Love 


Tom and I knew we had no right to 
fall in love and we certainly had no in- 
tentions of doing anything so foolish. But 
some things happen, without being planned. 
When they do, you’re helpless to stop them, 
and usually, someone gets hurt. 

Tom and I both got hurt, this time. But 
we expected that—when we first found out 
we were going to fall in love, right or not. 
The thing that most concerned us was 
making us two the only ones. I’m still not 
sure how well we’ve succeeded. 

Nothing was farther from my thoughts 
than falling in love when I took my two 
children and went to visit my sister, Jan 
had been in the hospital for an operation, 
and was slow about getting her strength 
back. She had managed fine, with some 











Tom had a wife and I had a 


husband ; what difference did it 


make that both our marriages had 


long since become a shambles, neither 


of us yet had the right to love another 


help, while the twins and Debby were in 
school. But when school let out, and the 
three of them were under foot all day, 
trying to be helpful, Jan almost landed 
back in the hospital. 

I was rather at loose ends, myself. Bill 
and I had been separated a year, and there 
was no chance of a reconciliation. Not that 
there ever had been. Bill wanted no more of 
marriage than someone to sleep with and 
he could find plenty of women glad to 
oblige. So why should he shoulder the re- 
sponsibilities of marriage to get it? We'd 
been married twelve years and he had never 
succeeding in even acting like a married 
man, much Jess thinking like one. 

My biggest mistake wasn’t in marrying 
Bill. It was in sticking to a marriage 
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doomed from the start and even having 
children in an effort to save something of 
that marriage. Bill’s mother had blamed 
me because we hadn’t had any children 
during the first three years of our mar- 
riage. And she blamed me because Stevie 
was born just thirteen months after Jean- 
nie. 

“After all, Vickie,” she said, when I com- 
plained to her because Bill was gone so 
much at night, “Two babies in less than 
ayear and a half makes a lot of bills and 
a lot of responsibility. Bill needs some 
relaxation, some hobby.” 

“He needs some sense of responsibility, 
too.” I told her. “And I can’t feel any mar- 
ried man needs women as a hobby.” 

“Bill does not run around with other 
women and you have no right to say he 
does!” she flared at me. “Bill may have 
a few faults, but he is a wonderful man. A 
perfect son and husband.” 

“Then I sure would like to have one that 
was far from perfect for a change,” I 
shrugged. I’d always kept still, before, 
when she sounded off on how perfect Bill 
was. But when you’re faced with the whole 
care and worry of two babies, plus a hus- 
band who spends more time with some sexy 
tramp than he does with his family, and a 
mother-in-law who says it isn’t so, you just 
have to fight back. I did. 

For seven years I fought back, then I 
just quit fighting. I quit being married, too. 
I filed for divorce on the grounds of non- 
support. mean and ungovernable temper, 
and conducting himself as a single man. 
But I didn’t press it. I had no desire for 
a divorce. And Bill had no grounds to file. 
So I let it ride, as long as I got a check 
each week for support of the children. 

Then Bill got involved in a paternity 
claim with one of his hussies and even his 
mother had to admit he just might have 
some small flaw. Not large—she actually 
said if I'd been a different kind of wife 
he would never have strayed in the first 
place. 

Anyhow, he had to do some quick think- 
ing, and he managed to join the Army and 
he and his mother promised I would get 
the whole allotment from the government 
for a wife and two children, if I wouldn’t 
divorce him for three years, at least. 

Jeannie was eight and Stevie seven. They 
needed me at home, and on that allotment 
I could stay home with them. Besides, 
I wasn’t very well equipped to earn a liv- 
ing for us, the way things stood. I hadn’t 
worked any place except at a drive-in as 
busgirl, before I married Bill at eighteen. | 
could take the allotment, stay at home with 
the children, and take a business course 
while they were in school. 

Only there wasn’t anything like that to 
be had in Clemens, except a private teacher 
and she held classes on Monday nights. So 
I did sewing and daytime baby sitting, 
and things like that, never taking anything 


At first, | had no desire for a divorce, and Bill had 


no grounds, so I just let it ride, satisfied as long as I 


got a check each week for the support of our children 


that would keep me away from home when 
the children were there. 

Jan lived in Trenton, twenty miles up 
the river, and there was a very good busi- 
ness school there with classes days and 
nights. She’d often tried to get me to move 
up there, but I’d held out. I hated any 
kind of change, and I'd lived in Clemens 
all my life. 

When her husband Fred called. though, 
and asked if I could come up for several 
weeks to give Jan a chance to get her 
strength back, I jumped at the offer. While 
I was there I’d look around Trenton, see 
what it had to offer, and maybe I would 
move up there and go to school. I didn’t 
much like my life—taking what I always 
thought was blood money from Bill and 
Uncle Sam, having to explain my every 
move and almost every thought, to Bill’s 
mother. I knew if I so much as spoke to 
a man and she found out, she would not 
only report it to Bill but would question 
me about it, and my “intentions.” 

I was sorry Jan had been sick, but I 
was glad to get away from Clemens for a 
visit. 

Jan and I had fun. We had been pretty 
close when we’d been kids. Then Jan had 
married and moved to Trenton and a year 
later I'd married Bill and we’d just never 
managed to even see each other very much. 
Fred couldn't Bill, so he just 
wouldn’t come to see us. I’m sure Jan felt 


stand 


the same way, she and Fred were just 
what the books tell you a married couple 
should be, They liked the same things, had 
the same dreams. the same plans for their 
lives. They even looked a lot alike. Both 
slim, brown eyes. high cheek bones, mouths 
with humorous quirks . . . maybe it’s true 
two people grow to look alike when they’re 
married. If they’re alike in other ways, that 
is. 

Anyhow, we hardly ever saw each other, 
except at holidays, or when I went to Tren- 
ton just to see her. So we had fun, talk- 
ing all the years since girlhood out, com- 
paring our lives. and our children. I 
couldn’t help being a little envious of Jan. 

“You’re young, Vickie.” she told me. one 
morning over coffee. “You should go on 
and take this business course here, sell out 
down there and move up here. You could 
get a job that would support you and the 
children and you wouldn’t have to go on 
being tied to that person you married.” 

“I know. I’m going to do it, too, Jan.” 


I had already decided to do it. But I still 


wanted a little more time. “Having you and 
Fred close will help a lot.” 

“You're young enough to meet someone 
who could give you what you’ve missed, 
too. A home and marriage like it should 
be.” 

“Leave that part out, Jan. I’ve been mar- 
ried, and I’m not having any more, thanks.” 

“But all marriages aren’t like yours was, 
Vickie,” she protested. “You'll meet new 
people. There must be lots of men whe 
would make wonderful husbands.” 

“And stepfather?” I shook my head. 
“Not for me and mine, Jan. I did such a 
rotten job picking their own father I sure 
wouldn't picking a stepfather for 
them.” 

“At least, enrol] in the school,” she in- 


risk 


sisted. 

I did. There would be a new class start- 
ing the first week in September. That 
would give me time enough to make the 
move. Luckily, the house Bill and I had 
lived in had belonged to Mother and Dad, 
and Jan had signed her share over to me 
when Dad had a stroke and I took care 
of him for six months before he died. So 
all I had to do was to sell it. Bill protested 
lightly about signing the deed for a clear 
abstract. but for once his mother advised 
him to do something worthwhile. I think 
she was beginning to want me out of Bill’s 
life. If I would go on and divorce Bill she 
could get an allotment. Or so she thought. 

Anyhow, I put the house up for sale and 
Fred and Jan began looking for a place for 
us in Trenton that would cost just about 
what the one in Clemens would bring. 

They found one, before I sold the one 
in Clemens. and it was so exactly right that 
Fred put the down payment on it to hold it, 
It had six rooms, a basement, a garage 
attached by a breezeway, a small vegetable 
garden that took Stevie’s eyes, and wasn’t 
too far from school or the shopping district, 
either. It needed a lot of painting and fix- 
ing, inside. But I loved to paint, and I 
spent the rest of the summer painting, 
making curtains, patching plaster, and do- 
ing all the things necessary. Jan helped, 
and it really was good for her to have 
something to keep her interested. 


WEEK BEFORE the school was to 

open, we made the move. [I still drew 
the allotment, and I was going to, at least 
until I got a job. Fred advised me to stick 
to my guns until the three-year enlistment 
period was up, no matter what came along. 
I was inclined to think he was right. I still 


a 
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Tom and I met by accident, two lonely people trying 


to manage our families alone. 


We didn’t plan what 


happened to us after that, but nothing we could do 


would stop it 


had no desire for a divorce, Bill had no 
grounds on which to file, and living in 
Trenton I would at least be free of Mother 
Furness’s supervision. 

Time passed fast, once the school started. 
It took me a couple of weeks to adjust to 
learning again and to work out a sort of 
routine so I could take care of the house, 
help the children with their homework and 
do my own. But I managed. 


Then I met Tom. I was out in the gar-— 


den, raking leaves, while Stevie and Jean- 
nie piled them in a huge mound to burn. It 
was warm in the sun, and I’d shed my 
jacket and was wishing I’d put on shorts 
instead of jeans. 

Two boys joined Stevie and Jeannie, and 
they kept me busy getting enough leaves. 
The boys were new to me, about the same 
height, and about a year older than Stevie. 
[ heard him calling them Dan and Greg, 
but I didn’t want to question them. Maybe 
they lived in the neighborhood. Or maybe 
they’d moved into the new house down the 
I kept on with my leaves until a 
deep voice stopped me. 

“Looks like you’ve picked a man-sized 
job, keeping the leaves rolling for four.” 

I looked up. He had to be the boys’ 
father; same coloring. same thin face, 
ame cleft in the chin. “They’re pretty en- 
ergetic workers.” 

He laughed, and just took the rake. “We 
don’t have any leaves yet, so the boys 

suldn’t resist helping. I guess. Neither 
can I. We just moved in down there,” he 
nodded towards the newly completed house 
on the corner. “I’m Tom Hardy and these 
ire my sons, Greg and Dan. Dan is ten 
ninutes older.” 

[ told him our names, and wondered 
where Mrs. Hardy was and how she would 
feel about having her husband rake leaves 
or someone else. Tom must have read my 
tl He rested a minute on the rake 
handle, watching the boys. 

“My in a...a hospital. I 

ught it would be better to give the boys 
1 whole new background. Help them make 
the adjustment in new surroundings, in- 
tead of having all the old to remind them.” 
{nd to remind him, I guessed. 


street. 


ioughts. 


wife is 


“I’m sorry.” I felt some sort of explana- 
tion was due on our own status. “My hus- 
band is in the Army.” I’d offer that much. 

fom stayed by to help with burning the 
and I invited them to share some 
cookies and cold cider with us afterwards. 

“If you'll all be my guests for hamburg- 
ers and the drive-in,” Tom said. “We aren’t 


le aves, 


1d 


fixed to cook at home, yet, so I told the 
boys we would go to that Steak and Shake 
place and then to the drive-in. It’s their 
last night, and a whopping western, as I 
recall.” 

My two recalled very well. They’d been 
begging me all day to take them. So what 
could I do but agree? It started as simply 
as that. Tom’s two boys helping my two 
children rake leaves. Tom helping me, 
sharing cookies and cider, then taking all 
of us out for hamburgers and a drive-in 
movie. 

It was just as much accident that we 
met at church the next day, too. Neither 
of us had mentioned church on Saturday. 
We'd talked about movies, school problems. 
I’d told Tom we’d moved from Clemens in 
August. and he’d expressed a desire to go 
to Clemens to see the points of interest. 
He told me they’d come from Springfield, 
that he’d asked for a transfer from there, 
and gotten it. He was a chemist. and the 
company he worked for had branches all 
over Illinois. 

So we were really surprised to meet as 
we came out of church the next morning. 
The four children began planning the rest 
of the day together. Tom and I stood there, 
watching them. and I don’t know what he 
was thinking, but I wanted to get away 
from there. away from him and his chil- 
dren, while I could. I stopped on that 
thought—I was too old to go in for ro- 
mantics. I told myself sternly. After all, 
Tom and I were neighbors and his wife 
was in a hospital. not separated from him 
as Bill was from me. 

I learned different that afternoon. Tom 
and his boys had planned to take a lunch 
and drive up the river. stopping to eat at 
one of the roadside parks, then drive on 
to an amusement park for an hour or so, 
on to a state park farther up the river. then 
across into Iowa and back down on that 
side. 

We went along, of course. Tom had or- 
dered sandwiches and cold soda, and I had 
a cake I’d baked the day before, some fruit, 
and a dish of potato salad. We stopped for 
them and my camera and left our car. 

Jeannie sat between Tom and me, and 
the three boys chattered away in back. 
Jeannie had never hesitated to ask ques- 
tions, and it was she who learned that 
Tom’s wife was in a sanitarium, with little 
chance of ever getting dismissed; that she 
and Tom had been separated, she’d been 
‘sick’ and they had gone back together in 
an effort to help her. Her sickness, I un- 


derstood, if Jeannie didn’t, was being ap 


alcoholic. Going back together hadn’ 
helped her. The boys had been old enough 
to notice, as had their friends. 

Later, while the children tossed rocks 
into the river which ran so close to the 
table where we ate, Tom told me the rest, 
He’d tried to help Iris, his wife. Somehow 
he had failed, though, and she’d gone back 
to drinking almost at once. 

“It’s a sickness they just can’t fight, | 
guess,” he said. “Maybe if I’d sent her 
to a sanitarium instead of trying to make 
a go of our marriage—I don’t know. The 
doctors say not. They say not even the best 
doctor and care can provide a lasting cure 
if the desire isn’t there. And I couldn't 
make the desire be there.” 

“Will she ever get better?” 

“Perhaps. They can’t, or won’t say, 
Right now she won’t see me or the boys, 
I blame myself. If I’d really wanted our 
marriage to work out, if I'd been more sin. 
cere—but it had died, for me at least, when 
the twins were three years old and I found 
out what she was really like.” He slipped 
away from the river. remembering, and the 
sadness of that memory sat on his face. 

Then he came back. “So I sold out in 
Springfield, got a transfer, and came here. 
The boys can forget her, somewhat. Forget 
the bad part and remember the good, the 
way children do. I’m close enough to go, 
or to take them, if she ever wants us,” he 
sighed. “That’s my life. How about you? 
I know you’ve bought your house, you're 
going to school to prepare yourself for 
work. Why?” 

I told him. At least. I told him that Bill 
and I were separated and that would never 
change. That Bill was in the Army and 
when he got out at the end of three years 
I would probably push the divorce on 
through. I didn’t tell him why we were 
separated. And he didn’t ask, then. 


T ATER, he did. When we’d come to know 
4 each other so much better. When we 
didn’t always take the children with us 
when we went to a show. or dancing. 

Tom and I both knew what was happen- 
ing to us, but we both felt if we didn’t men- 
tion it, didn’t make it concrete by putting 
it into words, that we could go on fooling 
ourselves that it was just friendship. 

We didn’t even fool the children, though. 
Jeannie asked me. after we'd all had 
Thanksgiving dinner together and gone to 
a football game, “Why don’t you and Tom 
get married?” 

“There are laws against bigamy, Jeannie. 
That’s being married to two people at the 
same time. And we both are married, re 
member?” 

“Greg and Dan feel the same way. Way 
we figure it, their mother isn’t ever going 
to get well and you and Dad aren’t ever g0- 
ing to live together any more so it would 
be much better for all of us if you’d both 
get divorced and marry each other.” 
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They must have planned it together, be- 
cquse Tom came over after the children 
yere all asleep, and I knew as soon as I 
lt him in that his boys had said some- 
thing, too. 

| felt all flustered, something that had 
never happened before, with Tom. “I’m 
iyst having some coffee, Tom.” I started 
towards the living room. “Will you have a 
cup?” 

“Later.” His hand stopped me, as it 
touched my arm, but it sure didn’t stop my 
heart. I was sure he could hear it, but 
when he drew me into his arms I could feel 
his pounding, too. Then Tom kissed me 
and I forgot all about hearts and every- 
thing else. 

It was a long, long time before Tom let 
me go, and said he’d take that coffee. I 
took the pot to the kitchen, to heat it, and 
he followed me. We sat down at the kitchen 
table and looked at each other over the 
steaming coffee. 

Tom took a deep breath, “What are we 
going to do, Vickie? What can we do?” 

| shook my head, taking a deep breath 
of my own, before I could speak. “Noth- 
ing. There’s nothing we can do, is there?” 

“Plenty. But not for us. When you come 
down to it, it’s hell to be what is known as 
honorable, Vickie.” 

“I know.” I knew what he meant. We 
went to church. We went to P.T.A. meet- 
ings. We were instilling lessons of how to 
be good honest citizens into our four chil- 
dren. We were teaching the how to live 
and behave by giving them concrete exam- 
ples. And there was nothing in the world 
we could do about how we felt for each 
other. 

Tom drained his coffee cup and poured 
asecond. “Here we have in our grasp what 
both of us have always wanted. What we 
both want and need, and what would be 
exactly what those children need with us. 
And we can’t do a thing about it. You can 
. but that 
will do it, 


go and get your divorce. . 
won't solve anything. You 
though, won’t you?” he laughed shortly, 
but it wasn’t in amusement. “Fine thing. 
Asking you to get your divorce and having 
nothing I can offer you instead.” 

“I have intended to get it, once I finish 
this course and get a job. I hate taking 
that money.” 

“It’s due to the children, Vickie. At least 
as long as he’s in the Army. But I wouldn’t 
like it if you were taking the money di- 
rectly from him. And I don’t even have the 
right to feel like that. What have I to offer 
you? Even if you could take it—it takes 
every cent I make to pay our expenses and 
keep Iris in that sanitarium.” 

I finished my own coffee. “I think you'd 
better go, Tom. Maybe things will look 
better in the daylight.” 

‘I'm going.” He stood up and drew me 
to him. “But not because I expect them 
to look better. If we had less discerning 





I held Tom close in my arms, wanting his kiss to go on 


and on forever, forgetting everyone else, forgetting 


everything else but our terrible need for each other 


children, maybe we could have kept our 
heads buried in the sand awhile longer. 
But if you only knew how my arms have 
been aching to hold you. How my lips have 
wanted yours. .. .” 

I knew that, too. Because I’d been feel- 
ing the same way. Me, the one who had 
hated marriage, had hated every caress, 
every touch, from Bill, for years. 

But there had never been any tenderness 
in Bill. Never any respect in his feelings 
towards me. Never any thought of me as a 
person. I had just been something for his 
own pleasure. 

Here, in Tom’s arms. where I had no 
right to be, there was tenderness, there was 
respect, there was an awareness of me as 
a person, along with the tearing longing 
that we both felt, and recognized, and con- 
tinued to deny. 


T' ALMOST got out of hand at Christ- 

mas. We had Christmas together, Tom 
and his boys coming over on Christmas 
Eve, then we all exchanged gifts and made 
a party out of it. My two and Tom’s would 
have their trees the next morning. We 
would all go to church and then to Jan’s 
for Christmas dinner. 

Jan thoroughly approved of Tom, as did 
Fred. But Jan deplored the things that 
made it impossible for Tom and me to 
marry. 

“You can get a 
pointed out. “Would Tom consider it?” 

“No. Nor would I want him to. ... I 
love Tom, Jan, and he loves me. But we 
can’t have a shadow hanging over that 


divorce, Vickie.” she 


love.” 

“You can’t have that love, either,” Jan 
remarked, sagely. “Not being the kind of 
people you two are.” 

But Christmas Eve, after Tom had taken 
his boys home and put them to bed and 
had put out their presents for the next 
morning, he came back. 

He’d given me a lovely compact. earlier 
that evening. Now he brought me another 
gift: a charm bracelet, with a_ brightly 
colored maple leaf for one charm, a little 
drive-in screen for another, a little water- 
lily pad to denote the afternoon we’d gone 
up the river, a jeweled initial for each of 
the four children, a football for the game 
we'd enjoyed so much on Thanksgiving, a 
bit of mistletoe for this Christmas, and a 
tiny wedding ring. 

“Maybe the only ring I can ever give 
you, Vickie,” he said, fastening the brace- 
let around my arm and kissing it in place. 
“Ts it all right?” 
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“Tt’s beautiful, Tom.” I held it up so 
the light from the tree twinkled on the 
colors and jewels of the charms. “I only 
wish . . .” I broke off, keeping my eyes on 
the bracelet. 

“You wish what?” he tipped my face up 
with one finger, holding my eyes. “That it 
was real?” 

“Yes.” I pressed my face against the 
rough texture of his coat. “Oh, Tom, I wish 
it were real.” 

“We could make it real, for us.” He 
spoke low, his hand smoothing my hair, 
his voice not quite steady. “We could make 
it that way. Just you and me and the ring. 
It would touch no one else.” 

“You know that isn’t so, Tom.” I was 
tempted. I’d never known anything like 
what I felt for Tom. 

He held me a long time, just smoothing 
my hair, his cheek resting against mine. 
Then he sighed. and let me go. “Yes, I 
know. It would touch Dan and Greg and 
Stevie and Jeannie. It would touch Iris 
and even Bil’. And Jan and Fred. Most 
of all, though. it would touch the children 
you and I can never have.” 

I took Tom into my arms, then, held him 
close and wanted his kiss to go on and on 
and on, forgetting everyone else. Forget- 
ting everything but our need for each other. 
Then Jeannie called to me, from her bed, 
and the spell was broken. She only wanted 
a drink and was afraid to get up for it. 

But she called me back to reality, and 
Tom with me. When I came back from 
getting Jeannie the drink Tom was gone. 


TOM WANTED ME to get my divorce, 
™ at least, and I felt the same way. We 
couldn’t marry ... he couldn’t divorce 
Iris. But I could be free. 

I had an agreement with the school that 
I would transfer to part time schooling in 
the event a job was available for me before 
I completed the course. I’d known some- 
thing about typing. and my progress had 
been fast there. The only thing [ still 
needed, really, was shorthand. 

So when I was questioned about taking 
a job, a week after New Year’s, I thought 
maybe Providence was smiling on us. Be- 
cause the job would pay me enough to sup- 
port the children and myself, even if I 
didn’t get any support for them. 

My letter about the divorce went out the 
same day I got one from Bill’s lawyer. Bill 
was going to make a career of the Army 
and would like to have the divorce over and 
done with. He would make an allotment 
arrangement for the children, if I would 


79 








There were times when I didn’t want Tom to say good- 


night, and times when he almost didn’t. 


But somehow 


he always did, and we had lived through another day 


agree, all costs to be paid for by him. He 
would also sign the original stipulation 
which provided various insurance benefits 
and other support items. 

Naturally, I agreed. I also took the job 
and transferred to part time schooling. 
With the support still coming for the chil- 
dren, and my salary, I would be better off 
than before. We would have some extras, 
along with the necessities. 

But that didn’t solve anything between 
Tom and me. The feeling was still there, 
crowing stronger with each week of denial. 

Tom talked a lot, those nights. He told 
me about meeting Iris, when they were 
both seniors in high school, then again in 
( ollege. 

They married while he was still in 
Iris had worked, helping him 
through the last year and that first difficult 
year of finding a job. 

The first hint he’d had that Iris was an 
alcoholic had come about six months be- 
fore the twins were born. He’d come home 
unexpectedly one day, and found her drunk 
and talkative. Too talkative. Much of his 
love for her had died, then, along with a 
lot of his belief in himself. Because Iris 
had told him about other days when she’d 
been drinking, and had gone out to pick 
up some man, and then had been ‘sick’ in 
bed when he came home in the evening. 

How much had been truth and how much 
ilcohol he had never known. He did know 
that he’d worked with and for Iris, trying 
to cure her of this sickness, trying to in- 
still in her the stirrings of motherhood. 
Somehow they had lived through the six 
months before the boys were born. For a 
while after she was home again with her 
She’d been 
sure of it, and Tom had been hopeful. 

“Maybe that’s where I let her down,” 
said. “Maybe that’s where I failed 
her, and so helped destroy her. I knew— 
[ know still—that this is a sickness. A ter- 
But it also seems a sort of 
weakness to me, and I could never counte- 
nance weakness. I must have shown how I 
felt, that I was dubious about her cure.” 

“Tt couldn’t have been a real cure. Tom. 
I've heard of cases where they go for a 
long time, carried along by something like 

he was by the birth of the twins.” 

“I don’t know. I do know that it started 
igain by the time they were six months 
old. Not bad, at first. I’d get home for 
lunch, or in the evening, and smell the al- 
cohol on her breath but she would seem to 
be sober. I never knew where she got it.” 
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“Couldn’t a doctor have helped?” 

“I tried that; our family doctor, the spe- 
cialist he sent me to, a psychiatrist. They 
all agreed on one thing: a cure could be 
effected only if and when she herself de- 
sired it so completely she would put every- 
thing she had into making it work. She 
never cared enough.” 

“You shouldn’t blame yourself so much,” 
I told him. “Don’t talk about it, Tom, if it 
hurts you so.” 

“Tt helps to talk about it. Vickie. I never 
have been able to. Maybe. talking about it, 
I can figure out where I failed. Where I 
could have helped, and didn’t. If I could 
help her cure herself now and stay cured.” 

He didn’t go on and say what he was 
thinking. what I thought. too. If Iris could 
be cured, now, and could face life and 
facts, then perhaps he could get a divorce 
and we could be married. 

“Tris was drunk the morning Dan ran in 
front of a truck and was almost killed.” 
Tom told me. “For a long time we thought 
he would die. Then it looked as if he 
might never walk again. That sobered her, 
and kept her sober. Until the day came 
when Dan walked again and she had to 
have a drink to celebrate.” 

“How old was Dan?” I asked. 

“About three. When she took that drink 
to celebrate, and kept on until she passed 
out. something died inside me. Greg talked 
about Mommy’s sickness. and Dan just 
kept still. But they were learning, even 
then. I put her under the care of a psychia- 
trist, and he put her in a sanitarium. She 
stayed there for over a year. then insisted 
she was cured and they released her. I 
don’t think it was really a very good place. 
As long as they could keep a patient. they 
got paid. They liked money. It was run 
by two brothers both of whom were mild 
alcoholics themselves. But I didn’t know 
that.” 

“Poor Tom.” I put my hand to his cheek. 
“T thought I had troubles. You’ve had so 
much more. How have you stayed so good, 
Tom? So sweet and fine and fair? I’d be 
bitter.” 

He smiled, holding my fingers in his 
hand. “No, you wouldn’t. You’d have done 
the same thing I did.” 

“T didn’t. I never tried to cure Bill of 
his craving for other women, never tried 
to be the kind of wife he really wanted.” 

“There was nothing right about that kind 
of marriage, Vickie. Bill never wanted any- 
thing like marriage. And I’m sure you did 
try to make a go of it. You wouldn’t have 
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stuck it out for twelve years otherwise,” 
“I guess I did try, for a long time. By 





after so long, I just couldn’t give anything careft 
more, Tom.” But I 
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They think her mind may be going. That “If 
she'll never be any better and if she doesn't Ii 
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any. Tom would never divorce her, any-f Ser’ 
how, unless he was sure she was cured and | chart 
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the afternoon. He was quiet. answering 
the boys’ questions about their mother 
carefully. Something wasn’t right, I knew. 
But I also knew he didn’t want to talk 
about it in front of the children. 

When he came back, after getting his 
poys to bed, he didn’t say anything, just 
held me close for a long time. as if he 
needed me. I waited for his kiss. When 
itcame, it hurt. There was so much long- 
ing, sO much hurt, so much denial in it. 

“Tom, what is it?” 

“[ris tried to kill herself,” he said, sit- 
ting down beside me on the sofa. “They 
got to her in time. But her nerves are 
completely shot. She doesn’t seem to know 
anyone or anything. Just lies there, staring 
and mumbling.” 

“Why didn’t they send for you sooner?” 

“They thought perhaps they could bring 
her out of it. Then, too, they didn’t want 
torisk her seeing me and having her nerves 
snap even more. They wanted my permis- 
sion to try a series of shock treatments. A 
last resort. If it doesn’t work in six weeks 
she will have to be committed to a mental 
institution.” 

“If it does work?” 

“If it does work, she might also be cured 
from the desire for alcohol. After these 
treatments it might be that even a taste 
of alcohol will make her deathly sick.” 

So there it was. No wonder Tom was 
quiet, beaten. He didn’t love Iris, and we 
both knew she had probably never loved 
him. He was just the one decent man she’d 
known and so she had married him as a 
sort of escape from the realities of her own 
character. If the shock treatment worked, 
she would probably be cured. Cured and 
dismissed from the hospital and where else 
would she go but to her husband and chil- 
dren? If they didn’t work, she would be 
committed to a mental institution for 
heaven only knew how long. Tom couldn’t 
divorce her then, either way, any more 
than he could now. If she were dismissed 
as cured there would be a long period of 
adjustment for her to go through. A period 
during which she would need Tom as a 
friend as well as a husband. 

So it was compassion for Tom’s ordeal, 
compassion for our suffering and denial, 
that carried us on that night to a point 
where our passion hadn’t taken us, so far. 
Tom needed me, needed to possess me, all 
of me, and I needed to give him that ful- 
fillment. . . . 


E WEREN’T SORRY. either of us, 


when we sat in the kitchen and drank 
coffee, later, and faced the change in our 
lives. There was no question of it being 
the only time. We were adult enough to 
know that passion would rule that out, 
from now on. It was a question of facing, 
and admitting the change in our lives. And 
of facing the fact that there would be an- 
other change. probably, in six weeks. 


We had no right to love each other, but we did. We 


had no right to share the ecstasy we found in each 


other’s arms for the next six weeks—but we did 


“Tf Iris is dismissed, Vickie, I have to do 
everything I can to see to it she stays cured. 
You know that.” 

“T know.” Everything he could would 
mean not seeing me anymore. Because Tom 
and I could never meet casually, from now 
on. And Iris would be the first to sense 
the depth between us. If she was cured, 
it might be that she would be able to make 
a decision about her own life later on. He 
didn’t say it and I was glad. It might be 
that Iris would want to divorce Tom later 
on. But we weren’t going to meet each 
other secretly, waiting for that time. If Iris 
were dismissed as cured, we had to break 
it off clean, right then. 

“Tf she isn’t cured—I can never offer you 
more than we have right now, Vickie. But 
this much I can do. If she isn’t cured, I 
can ask for a transfer to another place, and 
take you and your children with me as my 
own family. Either as my wife—or as my 
widowed sister.” 

“T don’t think I could ever act the least 
bit sisterly, Tom,” I told him. “We’ll cross 
that bridge, and the others, when we reach 
them.” 

We had no right to love each other, but 
we did. We had no right to share the ec- 
stasy we found in each other’s arms for the 
next six weeks. But we did it. 

Every week that went by was one of 
heavenly torture. We lived for those few 
precious hours we could spend together 
after the four children were tucked into 
bed. 

Tom got a report each week from the 
sanitarium. Iris wasn’t responding to the 
shock treatment. Then they decided, since 
there was some faint sign of response, at 
the end of five weeks, to let her rest for 
three weeks and then try another six weeks 
treatment. If Tom would agree. 

“T have to, Vickie. You know that,” he 
said, when he had read me the letter. 

I knew. It was May, now, and already 
the children were talking about vacation 
and couldn’t we all take a trip? The four 
children would not concede that our lives 
might separate. Mine had no knowledge 
of Iris beyond the fact that she was sick 
and in some kind of hospital. Tom’s twins 
knew their mother was sick, and that there 
was little hope of her ever returning. They 
remembered the last time she had been 
home only too vividly. They, like Stevie 
and Jeannie, had a child’s clearness of pur- 
pose. It would solve everything if we would 
marry, 

We both tried to explain to them why 
this was impossible. But we couldn’t quite 


get it across and we couldn’t divert them 
from plans for all of us to take a trip to- 
gether. Things were further complicated ° 
when we found we were to have one week 
of vacation at the same time. Tom got the 
first two weeks in June. I could take the 
second week. The whole place would be 
closed, and I could work part time helping 
with inventory filing, or I could take the 
week off with half pay. 

“Why fight it, Vickie?” Tom grinned. 
“Take the week, and we’ll take the trip. 
Down into the Ozarks, and we’ll rent a 
cabin. There are several state parks, and 
they all have either camping facilities or 
cabins or both. Give the children a chance 
to camp, and to cook out. They’ll see a lot 
of country and we'll have a whole week 
of what might have been.” There was far 
less of bitterness in that last sentence than 
of sadness, a sadness I felt, too, so I said 
yes. Who would question a man who regis- 
tered for his wife and four children? 

Jeannie was the oldest of the four chil- 
dren and she was just past ten and it didn’t 
seem at all odd to her to share a double 
room with the boys. Which is how we did 
it at the hotel in St. Louis. In the state 
parks we rented a double cabin—one with 
two bedrooms if possible. We were lucky. 
The one we had the first two nights had 
one large room with a double bed and two 
singles, a small room with a double bed and 
a kitchen and bath. The next two nights 
we camped out. The last two nights we had 
a cabin with two double beds and two 
singles. 

It had been a wonderful week. The 
children were wide-eyed at the mountains, 
the springs, the swift, cold rivers we swam 
in. We helped Tom cook the meals over 
an open fire, or on a fireplace. They hunted 
for odd rocks and odd plants. 

And they fell asleep almost as soon as 
they swallowed the last bite of supper. So 
Tom and I had the nights all alone, hours 
under the stars near the cabin. Hours un- 
der the stars inside the cabin, with a back- 
ground of the children’s even breathing, 
and the deep, aching knowledge that this 
was stolen time. Time we had no right to. 


E GOT BACK on Sunday afternoon, 

tired, brown, relaxed and completely 
happy. Tomorrow we would face reality 
again. Today was the last of our vacation 
and we unpacked together. Tom’s things 
and his boys’ first. Then ours. The chil- 
dren remembered all the way. This rock 
had come from Graniteville. This one from 
Big Springs. This one from the zoo in St. 
Louis. 
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yy 0.0000000000000 0000000 AEE ERARUOLUOUEU OLEAN aetna We'd stayed all night in St. Louis, ti, 
= on the way back, and had gone to early 
church there. I’m sure Tom had asked 
forgiveness for taking this week that didn; 
belong to us. I wonder, though, if he 
argued as I did that it hadn’t hurt anyone 
but us and we’d had more pleasure than 
hurt? More happiness than guilt? 

I don’t know. I do know we hurt all foy 
children to some extent. Because we gaye 
them a glimpse of a way of life they can’ 
hope to have. We gave them something 
to measure the kind of life they will live 
by, and it just won’t add up. 

Whether we hurt anyone else remains to 
be seen. But the Monday morning mail 
showed that our own hurt was going to far 
outweigh anything else. 

Monday morning brought the word to 
Tom that Iris was responding very satis. 
factorily to the new series of treatments 
and there was every reason to hope that 
she would be dismissed as cured before the 
end of the summer. 

So maybe that week is all we'll ever 
have. Tom’s put his place up for sale, and 
is buying another house, clear on the other 
side of the town so even the children won't 
see each other at school. His twins are be. 
ing cautioned that they will have to be 
careful what they talk about in front of 
their mother. They mustn’t talk about 
anything that has happened while she has 
been sick, unless she asks first. 

The treatments are completed now, and 
Iris will be home in a few more weeks, 
As soon as Tom gets them moved into the 
new house, he and I will say good-by. 

Final, because we can’t even hope for 


‘SCANDAL 
anything else. Iris is the mother of his 
children, and he will spend the next few 
months, or the next few years, as the case 
FAM ILY’ may be, helping her make a new, whole, 
life for herself. If he isn’t to share that 


life, she must be the one to decide. 

We had no right to love. but we did. I 
don’t know about Tom, but if I had it to 
do over again—well ... 

Jeannie is growing up a little. She has 
lots of girl friends. Girl friends who have 
mothers who talk. 

Just yesterday she asked, puzzled. “Mom- 
my. what is a loose woman?” 

“Where did you hear that expression?” 
I frowned. 

“Karen said her mother said you were 


A hea rt-stirring story one because of the way you carried on with 


Tom and that someone should tell his wife 


One man did her wrong— 
And all her love turned to hate; 
hate for those who wanted her most 


READ 


. * how he did when she was sick, poor thing. 
in the February issue Wouldn’t that make her sick again? For 
" someone to tell her things that werent 
of TAN Magazine good for her to know?” 

Jeannie might not know what a loos 
woman was, but she sensed that it wouldn't 
be good for Iris to know that I’d known 
Tom and one of these days she’d know just 
how well I had known Tom and she would 
probably answer her own question about 
loose women. 

So Tom and I did hurt someone else, to® 
Maybe as much as we did ourselves. 


THE END 
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